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TIIK  I'ROLOfJl'K:  Th..  HIshop'H  lihr«      in  IiIh  hoim  on 
Wutihington  StjuHre.  Aliotit  ten  o'clock. 

THE  STORY: 

ACT  I. 

Over  forty  years  iijjo.  Tlic  blue  <lruwing-room  in  Cor- 
nel Iiih  Van  Tuyl'H  liouw,— 58  Kif'tli  Avenue.  A  November 
eveninjf. 

ACT  ir. 

The  Study  in  St.  (Jiles'  Ciiurch  Rectory,  East  8th 
Street.    Tiie  afternoon  of  New  Year's  Eve. 

ACT  HI. 

Late  that  night.  Muie.  Cava;  ni's  apartn  ts  in  the 
Brevoort  House.  After  her  fan  well  app  ame  as 
"Mignon."  ^*^ 

THE  EPILOGUE:  The  Bishop's  lil>rar>  ^.^ain.    Midnight. 
PLACE:  New  York.       TLME    Now  and  t'.e  'GO's. 
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The  Prologue 


SCENE: 

The  Bishop 's  library  in  Washington  Square.  The  two 
walls  meet  back  at  a  wide  angle.  At  right  are  two  windows, 
with  heavy  curtains  drawn.  At  left  is  a  large  fireplace 
and  white  marble  mantel  and,  above  it,  a  door.  There  are 
high  bookcases,  running  up  to  the  ceiling,  set  in  both  walls 
whereever  there  is  any  space.  In  corner  at  back,  wnere  the 
two  walls  meet,  is  a  Victrola,  of  sober  mahogany.  Before 
the  fire  place,  half  facing  audience  is  the  Bishop's  big  arm- 
chair. At  right,  is  a  big  mahogany  table-desk,  arranged  in 
an  orderly  way  with  electric  lamp,  telephone,  desk-furni- 
ture, books,  memoranda,  files,  etc.  The  chair  is  behind  it, 
between  the  vvindows.  The  whole  room  is  one  of  quiet 
dignity, — slightly  old-fashioned  in  effect,  yet  very  com- 
fortable. 

It  is  night.  The  lamp  on  the  desk  is  turned  on  and 
there  is  a  cheerful  wood  fire  burning.  In  his  arm-chair  be- 
fore the  fire  sits  Bishop  Armstrong,  a  charming,  gentle, 
hmnorous  old  man,  over  seventy  years  old.  At  the  right, 
Suzette,  a  pretty  young  girl  of  seventeen,  is  sitting  reading 
a  newspaper. 

SITZETTE:— (Reading  head-lines)  "Reputation  of 
Skyscrapers — Measures."  (Slw  yairus')  ."Borough  Presi- 
dent gives  to  Board  of  Estimates  the  Report  on  Improve- 
ment."    (looking  up)    Sounds  dull,  doesn't  it? 

THE  BISHOP:— No— but  if  you  think  so,  try  the 
ne.vt. 

(Reading) — "President  in  the  West — yesterday's 
Speech  at  Cheyenne" — Is  timt  the  way  you  pronounce  it? 
— "Crops,  Race  Suicide,  and  Tariff  Reform."  (Looking 
up.)  It  looks  (IreadfulUf  long!  Now,  grandpa,  speak  the 
trutii  I  Wouldn't  you  really  rather  hear  Caro  Nome  on  the 
Victrola  1 

THE  BISHOP:— Well,  my  dear,  perhaps  I  would. 
Wliere's  Harry?  He  said,  he  said  he  wanted  to  speak  to 
me  after  dinner  about  something  important. 

SUZETTE:— (At  Vicfrola)— Oh,  he  .just  went  out. 
He'll  be  back  soon.  (The  record  begins)  There,  grandpa! 
Isn't  that  a  splendid  record  ? 

THE  mSUOP  .—(Singing.)—  Ta— ta— ta— ta— ta ? 
Yes,  a  rather  fine  voice — who  iss  it  ? 


ROMANCE. 


SUZETTE :— Tetrazzini. 

THE  BISHOP:— Ah.  you  should  have  heard  Patti 
sing  this  at  the  Academy  in  72— ! 

SUZETTE: — Now,  grandpa,  I  can't  help  being  voung 
and  anyway  I'm  sure  that  Melha  and  Destin  and  Farrar 
are  every  bit  as  good  as  your  f'avillinis  and  Pattis  and 
Grisis.    And  as  for  Caruso — ! 

THE  BISHOP: — Ah,  my  dear!  I  have  heard  Mario! 
—(Humming  again)— Ta—ta—ta—tn—ta! .  Now— (He 
ltstens)—Ah  well,  fair— fair!  (With  a  sigh)  After  all, 
there's  no  one  like  V^erdi. 

SUZETTE :— Grandpa  ? 

THE  BISHOP:— Yes.  dear? 

iiVZETTE:—(B('gmli„ghf)— Which  do  you  think 
would  be  more  apt  to  melt  you  into  a  perfectly  angelic,  Ba- 
varian-cream sort  of  mood—'  O  Parigi '  from  Traviata  or  the 
'Sextette' from  L (/cm .^ 

THE  BISHOP:— I'm  melted  already.  I'm  just  run- 
ning over  tht'  side  of  the  dish. 

SUZETTE:— (Lnoling  at  him)  Rea.\\y^.( Doubtfully) 
— No,  I  think  you  need  one  more.  I  want  you  very,  very 
soft! — (Picking  nut  a  record) — Oh,  here's  a  brand-new 
Destinni!    That'll  do  it! 

THE  BISHOP:— What's  the  opera? 

iiVZETTE:— (Adjusting  the  n cord)— Wait  and  see! 
(The  machine  starts  playing  the  accompaniment) — Do  you 
remember  it  ? 

THE  BiamW:— (Looking  away)— Yes— y^^s.  I  re- 
member— (The  song  begins — he  rouses  himself  suddenly) 
Don't  play  that,  Suzette.  I  know  I'm  foolish,  but  it  makes 
me  rather  sad. 

f^VZETTE -.—(titopping  the  rccord)—\  thought  vou'd 
like  it!    It's  from  Mignon! 

THE  BISHOP:— Yes.  I  know— hut— ( I n  a  different 
lone)— Suppose  we  have  a  little  Harry  Lauder  for  a 
change  ? 

SUZETTE:— "I  love  a  lassie?" 

THE  mmiOV :—( Relieved )— I  think  that  would  be 
very  pleasant  indeed. 

SUZETTE:— And  you  a  Bishop  of  the  Episcopal 
Church!- (<S7((  puts  on  the  Lauder  record)— There  I— (,^hc 
starts  on  the  machine). 

THE  BISHOP: — (Leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  a 
chuckle) — Ta— ta— ta— ta-a— ta ! 
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SUZETTE: — (Leaning  on  the  arm  of  his  chair) — 
grandpa,  I  've  got  something  to  tell  you. 

THE  BISHOP:— Yes? 

SUZETTE:— And  I  don't  know  whether  or  not  you'll 
like  it. 

THE  BISHOP:— I  like  everything.  It's  uiy  greatest 
fault! 

SUZETTE :—C,SfMdtZcH/i/  smiling)— Oh,  oh!  What 
about  Wagner  ? 

THE  BISHOP  :—('Ftrmi!j/;— Except  Wagner.  Yes, 
that 's  true — I  can 't  stand  Wagner ! 

SUZETTE :— Well,  I  doubt  if  you  can  stand  this, 
either. 

THE  BISHOP:— Suppose  you  give  me  a  try! 

SUZETTE:— All  right.  (Turns  off  record.)— It's 
Harry.    He's  gone  and  done  it. 

THE  BISHOP:— What? 

SUZETTE:— (All  in  a  rush).—l  mean  he  hasn't  real- 
ly gone  and  done  it,  beeause  he  naturally  can't  do  anything 
without  her  and  she  says  she  won't  do  a  tiling  until  you've 
said  it's  all  right,  so  that's  why  Harry  wanted  to  speak  to 
you  tonight  and  you  musn't  breathe  one  word  about  my 
telling  you — you  see,  he's  planning  to  do  it  all  himself.  I 
thought  I'd  better  break  it  to  you  gently.  (Slight  pause) — 
Don't  you  think  I've  been  wise,  grandpa,  to  break  it  to  yon 
gently  ? 

THE  BISHOP:— You  haven't  l)roken  it  at  all,  my 
dear.    I  dojj't  know  wiiat  you're  talking  about. 

SUZETTE:— Why  grandpa,  I've  just  told  you! 
Harry's  engaged  to  a  girl  nair<^d  Lucille  Anderson ! 

THE  BISHOP:— Oh!  I  list  be  getting  deaf.  Dear 
me !    And  who  is  Lucile  Anderson  ? 

SUZETTE :— Well,  tliat's  just  it!  Lucile's  an— an 
artist ! 

THE  BISHOP :— You  mean  she  paints  ? 

SUZETTE  :— No,  she  doesn  't  exactly  paint.  You  know 
tliere're  all  kinds  of  artists,  grandpa,  and  Luci)  — well, 
Lucile's  art_is — er  a  })eautiful  art.  it's  the  art  of — ei  — 

THE 'BISHOP :— Well  ? 

SUZETTE: — The  are  of — er — impersonation  on  the 
stage. — (A  slight  pause.) 

THE  BISHOP:— An  actress! 

SUZETTE :— Yes.  (Xervoushf.)  Wei,  it  doesn't 
make  anv  difference.    Lots  of  nice  girls  are  nowadavs. 

THE  BISHOP:— rro  Himself)— An  actress—"! 
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SVZETTE  .—(Bursting  om^— But  she's  a  perfect 
dear  and  her  father  was  a  well-known  lawyer  in  Toronto, 
C'anada,  but  he  died  and  left  her  without  a  cent  and  her 
influence  over  Harry  is  very,  very  good  and  I'm  sure  you'll 
love  her  when  you  get  to  know  lier— I  do,  anywav,  and  I've 
only  seen  her  four  times— (Coaxinghj) — Grandpa,  remem- 
ber— it 's  our  own  Harry ! 

THE  BISHOP  :-rZ>n7i/>-That '8  just  what  I  am 
remembering,  dear.    He  always  did  have  very  little  sense ' 

S{]ZETTE:—(Rrproachfully)—mxy,  grandpa,  he 
played  quarter  on  the  'varsity!'  And  you  said  yourself 
that  took  a  lot  of  brains ! 

THE  Jilc^aOV:— (Smiling)— Did  I?  Well,  this 
proves  I  was  mistaken. 

SUZETTE:— Oh,  dear!  J—(Suddenhj)  Wait!  I 
heard  the  front-door!  Hhere  he  is—!  (She  slips  off  the 
arm  of  his  chair)— Kow  remember!  Don't  vou  get  me  into 
trouble ! 

THEBISHOP:— I  won't! 

SUZETTE :— Promise  ? 

THE  BISHOP :— Cross  my  heart  and  iiope  to  die  !— 
(Enter  Harry  from  left.  He  is  an  attractive  young  man  of 
about  twenty-two  or  three— restless,  young  and  impetuous. 
He  wears  a  dinner-coat.)— Weill  We'd  ialmost  given  you 
up! 

HARRY : — (III  at  ease) — I  had  to  make  a  call.  Didn  't 
Suzie  tell  you? 

THE  BISHOP:— rrraHr/Hi7/i/;— Oh,  yes,  she  said 
something  or  other.    Well,  what  about  our  little  chat? 

HARRY: — (Xervously) — Your — your  rheumatism  is 
not  bothering  you  too  much,  is  it,  .  ir?    Tomorrow  would— 

THE  BISHOP: — Oh  no!  Suzie 's  played  all  my  aches 
away  with  Rigolelto  and  Harry  Lauder.  I'm  fit  as  a  fiddle, 
ray  boy,  so  put  another  log  on  the  fire  and  go  ahead. 

HARRY:— All  riglit.  sir.  (He  puts  on  the  log,  mo- 
tioning the  while  for  Suzette  to  leave.) 

SUZETTE:— rS/uf/^j/ifif  the  Victrola)—T\\ere\—(To 
the  Bishop)— I'll  come  in  later  and  finish  the  Post  before 
you  go  to  bed.  (To  Harry  in  a  lower  Vfnce)—l[)on\  worry. 
I've  got  him  going! 

HARRY :— Thanks,  Old  Girl.    (She  goes  out— left.) 

HARRY: — (Turning  resolutely  to  the  Bishop) — 
Grandfather,  I  have  something  I  want  to — 

THE  BlSnOP:— (Gently)— U  you  go  to  my  desk, 
Harry,  and  open  the  second  drawer  from  the  top  on  the 
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left-hand  side,  I  think  you'll  see  a  box  of  (•.ig&n—(/I(iiry) 
obeys.) — Thank  you.  Can  you  find  them  1— (Harry  returns 
with  the  box) — Won't  you  have  one? — (Harry  .shakes  his 
head) — I  know  they're  not  as  good  as  yours,  hut  I  can't 
afford  the  very  best  brands. 

HARRY: — I  don't  feel  like  smoking  now.  Grand- 
father, I  've  come  to  you  iu  order  to — 

THE  BlUHOV :—( I ntrrrnptiny  gfiilly)  Er— just  one 
moment.    1  haven't  any  match  ! 

HARRY:— Oil,  Lord!  Excuse  niel—(He  lights  the 
Bishop's  cigar) — Tliere !  Now  I  want  to  tell  you  what's  on 
my  mind,  grandfatlier.  It's  ))cen  there  for  some  time  and 
I— I— 

THE  BISHOP:— Yes? 

HAHRY  :—(Embarra.ssf(1)—l  think  I  ought  to— to 
get  it  off. 

THE  BISHOP :— Well  ? 

HARRY.— You  see— it's  this  way.— (Pans*). 

THE  BISHOP :—(Mt7d/y;— What  way? 

HARRY: — Hang  it,  I  don't  know  how  to  put  the 
thing,  but — but — (Looking  up  and  seeing  the  Bishop  smil- 
ing at  him) — Well,  I'll  be — !  You're  on!  You'v  seen 
on  all  the  time ! 

THE  BISHOP: — Your  intuition  is  overwhelming, 
Harry, — but  it's  correct.    As  you  say, — I'm  on.  (Pause.) — 

HARRY  -.—(Wrath  fully  looking  at  door.)— I  might 
have  known  no  girl  could  keep  a  secret ! 

THE  BISHOP:— r«^a.s7i7y;— It's  my  fault!  I  wrung 
it  out  of  her!    I  kicked  her  shins !    I — I  twisted  her  arms! 

HARRY: — (Disgusted) — And  now  you're  making  fun 
of  me!    Well — !       (He  straif/hfrtts  up  defianthj.) 

THE  BmilOP— (Suddenly  fender)— I'm  not  making 
fun  of  you,  Harry. 

HARRY: — (Uncomfortably) — I  meant  to  tell  you  ray- 
self  about  Lucile.    I  didn't  vv-ant  anybody  else  butting  in. 

THE  BISHOP :— Of  course— f  know.  You  must  love 
her  a  great  deal ! 

HARRY :— (Still  a  little  sulkily.)— Well  I  do. 

THE  BISHOP:— And  she's  verv  prettv,  isn't  she? 

HARRY:— ffi/jr//(^/*j/i(/;— Did  Suzie  tell  you? 

THE  BISHOP:— No— I  just  guessed- that 's  all. 

HARRY:— (Enthusiastically)— And  she's  awfully 
clever,  too — aits  like  a  streak — and  she  has  just  bunches  of 
character!  Why,  when  it  comes  down  to  it,  she's  ten  times 
too  good  for  me ! 
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THE  BISHOP  :-rWt7A  a  tender,  sad  little  smile, 
looking  far  away)  -  Of  course  she  is— of  course— of  course ! 

HARRY: — I  met  her  at  the  Randall's — you  know,  that 
painter  fellow— and  now  she's  all  alone  in  a  rotten  board- 
ing-house on  10th  Street  and  she  haa  no  work  and  her 
family  are  all  dead— and  so  I  really  think  1  ought  to  marry 
her  right  off.  Now  don't  you  agree  with  me?  (Pause) — 
Well!    Don't  you? 

THE  m^llOVx— (Rousing  himself  with  'in  effort)— I 
don't  know,  Harry.  You  see,  you're  so  young— you're  just 
beginning  life,  and  you  may  changt  and  grow,,  my  dear  boy. 
there  may  come  a  time  when  you'll  need  more  than  any 
little  actress  can  ever  give  you— (Harry  makes  a  movement) 
Oh,  it's  all  right  now,  you  love  her— I  know  that !  But  are 
you  quite  sure,  Harry,  that  you'll  always  love  her  just  the 
way  you  love  her  now  and  nothing  hid<1  ti  in  the  future — 
or  in  the  past — can  evtn-  shake  your  ith  and  beat  you 
down  and  break  your  heart  ? 

HARRY : — I  don 't  know  what  you  iiier n. 

THE  BISHOP: — You  must  be  very,  very  sure,  my 
l>oy— or  else  you're  not  fair  to  yourself— and  what's  worse 
— I'm  afraid  you're  not  fair  to  her. 

HARUY .—(Bursting  out)—0\\,  what's  the  good  of 
talking!  I  just  knew  it  would  be  this  way!  There's  abso- 
lutely no  use  trying  to  do  things  with  my  family— they're 
all  alike — narrow,  conventional,  dry-as-dust!  *  CTMrmnj? 
away  suddenly) — If  only  dad  and  mummy  were  alive, 
they'd  understand ! 

THE  mSllOP— (Hurt)— Don't  say  things  like  that, 
Harry !    You  know  I  've  done  my  best  for  Suzette  and  you. 

IIAURY  .—(Penitent )— Oh,  I  didn't  mean  that,  grand- 
pa. But  you  see,  it's  a  long  time  now  since  you've  been 
young  and  I  think  it's  sort  of  hard  for  you  to  remember 
back  and — sympathize  with  a  fellow !  (Going  on  quickly) 
— Oh,  I  know  you're  awfully  wise  and  you  can  see  dear 
through  people  and  understand  'em  that  way,  but  this  is 
different — I  don 't  believe  you  ever  felt  the  way  I  'm  feeling 
now — and  so — (Gulping) — Oh,  well,  there's  no  use  going 
on.  Thanks  for  trying,  grandpa — I  won't  keep  you  up  any 
longer!    (He  is  at  the  door  ready  to  have.) 

THE  BISHOP:— Where  are  you  going? 

HARRY:— f^    trifle   defiantly)— I'm    going    to 
married ! 

THE  BISHOP :— To-night  ? 
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HARRY :— Yes,  I  got  the  license  this  afternoon.  (Slight 
pause). 

THE  BISHOP :— Come  in,  Harry,  and  shut  the  door. 

HARRY  -.—(Doing  vo;— What  do  you  want  ? 

THE  BISHOP:— You  said  I  couldn't  remembo"  back 
and  realize  how  one  felt  when  one  was  young — Well,  1  do 
remember.  Because  uo  matter  how  old  one  grows,  Harrj, 
there  always  are  some  things  that  keep  a  little  youth  stili 
burning  in  one's  heart. 

HARRY: — I  didn't  mean  to  hurt,  grandpa. 

THE  BISHOP :— You  didn't  my  dear  boy.  But  you've 
made  me  think  of  something  that  I  'd  supposed  I  'd  forgot — 
ten — it's  80  long  a  go  since  it  came  up  in  my  mind.  It's 
something  I  never  told  to  unyo'ne  before — I  used  to  think  1 
never  would  Oh,  well — times  change,  and  I  didn't  realize 
then  I  was  to  have  a  grandson  just  like  you.  I  wonder, 
Harry,  if  you'll  have  time  to  wait  and  hear  about  it? 

HARRY  :—(DisirustfHlbj)—U  you  think  it's  some- 
thing that's  going  to  change  my  mind  about  Lucile,  you 
might  as  well  stop  right  here!  (As  the  Bishop  rises  "•iih 
fliffieulty  and  goes  slowlif  over  to  the  desk) — What  is  it, 
grandpa?    Can't  I  get  it? 

THE  BISHOP:— (Suddenly,  with  o  sharp  intake  of 
breath) — A-ah ! 

HARRY  : — (Sympathetically) — Your  rheumatism,  sir? 

THE  BISHOP:— fWtV/i  a  smile)— Don't  mention 
rheumatism  now,  my  boy.  (He  .stands  for  a  moment  above 
the  desk  and  shuts  his  eyes) — I'm  only  twenty  eight  years 
old!  (Taking  a  hunrk  of  keys  from  his  pocket,  he  unlocks 
.a  lower  drawer  and,  after  some  fumbling  comes  up  with  a 
small  box  of  mahogany  which  he  lays  on  the  desk  before 
him.) — Do  you  know  what's  in  this  little  box? 

HARRY:— No,  sir.    What? 

THE  BISHOP:— rW^tV/t  a  radiant  smi7t>;— Romance, 
my  boy,  the  perfi'me  of  romance! 

HARRY: — How — how  do  you  mean,  sir?  (Music 
begins?) 

THE  BISHOP :— Look !  (He  opens  the  box  and  tend- 
erly takes  out  a  little  whisp  of  lace.) 

HARRY:— f^ Mff/;— What  is  it,  grandpa?  A  hand- 
kerchief ? 

THE  BISHOP :—rAo(MHflf;— A  little  handkerchief. 
(He  undoes  it  and  discloses  a  few  old  flowers) — White 
violets — (He  sniffs  them,  then  smiles  and  shakes  his  head) 
They're  dried  and  yellow  now — their  sweetness  is  all  gone 
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—  I'm  an  old  man  Harry — but  somehow — why,  it  seems  like 
yesterday — 

HARRY :—(  Wonth  nH^/v;*— What,,  sir .' 
THE  MISHOP:— r/'»rHJH.f/  oiil  tin  ihsk-lamp,  and 
missing  to  liis  chair  again  hfilfliiiff  llu  floii'rrs  and  lianil- 
kirchiff  lury  can f idly  in  his  hands) — Ah,  that's  what  I'm 
ping  to  tell  you  now!  Sit,  down  my  l)oy — (As  Harr>i  sits 
mt  the  floor  by  his  fn  t,  looking  up  at  him) — Are  you  com- 
fortabl<'  there?  Tlial's  rigl.t !  Well,  u  was  o'er  forty 
years  ago — forty  years — dear  me.  how  the  timt  flies!  and  I 
was  the  young  Reetor  of  St.  (Jiles,  ynu  know.  That  was 
before  I  married  your  grandmother — God  bless  iier!  Al- 
though ri  known  her  nearly  all  luy  life  Well,  Harry,  one 
night — in  November,  it  wa.s  -I  went  t<»  an  evening  party  at 
Old  Cornelius  Van  Tuyl's  hou.se  urid — 

(Harry  is  stall d  on  thi  floor,  looking  up  into  the 
Bishop's  face.  And,  as  hi  speaks,  there  is  music  and  the 
whole  ^ri  nc  melts  into  the  dark.  The  music  swells,  growing 
sweeter  and  loudi  r,  then  falls  and  dies  away,  as  the  lights 
come  softly  up,  revealing  the  stage  s, .  /(;/•  Act  I.) 
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SCENE: 

Evening  reception  at  Mr.  Cornelius  Van.  Tuyl'g  house, 
al)out  1867.  It  is  h  small  balcony-room,  overlooking  draw- 
ing-rooms below.  Stairs  in  centre  coming  up  from  floof' 
below.  Steps  at  each  side  of  well  leading  to  semi-circular 
gallery  at  back,  overlooking  rooms  below.  In  fore-ground 
at  right  a  couch  turned  slightly  to  face  audience.  At  its 
head  a  small  marble-topped  table.  At  left  of  foreground,  a 
tete-a-tete  chair.  Seat  running  along  balustrade  which  en- 
circles staircase  well.  Lamps  in  foreground  give  a  mellow 
light  which  contrasts  with  the  brilliance  of  the  lighting  in 
the  rooms  below. 

As  the  lights  go  up  there  is  the  subdued  sound  of  voices 
and  laughter  from  the  rooms  below,  he  faint  sound  of  a 
distant  orchestra  playing  a  quaint  pciUa.  There  are  several 
people  on  the  stagt .  At  right  of  gallery  at  back  stand  two 
men-about-town.  looking  out  over  the  rooms  below.  At 
centre  of  this  gallery  are  a  young  man  and  girl,  talking, 
laughing  and  flirting.  Another  young  man  and  a  girl— she 
on  his  arm — are  coming  down  tiie  steps  at  left,  '-hatting 
griily.  They  turn  and  descend  the  main  staircase.  Mrs. 
Rutherford  a  rather  pretty,  affected  woman — is  sitting  on 
the  couch  at  right.  Besides  her  is  Miss  Susan  Van  Tuyl,  a 
sensible,  healthy,  attractive  young  woman  of  thirty-two  or 
tiiree.  dressed  simply  and  charmingly  in  white.  They  are 
listening  to  Mr.  Harry  Putnam,  and  elderly  beau  of  the 
period,  who  stands  twirling  his  moustache,  his  feet  crossed, 
ogling  and  talking  to  them.  JMrs.  Frothingham,  a  buxom, 
florid  dowager,  very  richly  and  fussily  dressed,  sits  on  the 
tete-a-tete  at  left  with  her  daughter,  a  pretty  young  girl  of 
eighteen. 

THE  YOUNG  MAN:— (Tr.  !,o„ug  (fir!  on  his  arm,  as 
thcij  comr  down — left — from  galkrij.) — A  very  brilliant 
party — ilon't  you  think? 

THE  GIRL:— Oh,  quite  the  most  elegant  affair  of  the 
winter! — (Thitj  turn  to  the  stairs.) 

THE  YOUNG  MAN:— r7V>  another  young  man  just 
coining  up) — Oh,  Frank — is  the  dancing  salon  crowded' 

THE  SECOND  YOUNG  MAN :— Not  just  now.  They- 
're beginning  to  serve  supper. 
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THK  FIRST  YOUNG  MAN:— (To  thr  ffirl)—»p\vn- 
(lid! — (Thftf  (JO  downntairs.) 

THE  SECOND  YOlIN(}  MAN:— ^fo.  Mrs.  Frolhiiu/- 
ham,  with  a  bow) — Mrs.  Frothinghani,  may  I  have  the 
honor  of  this  polka? 

MRS.  FROTIIINdllAM:— Yoii  droll  wretch— don't 
you  know  my  dancing  davs  are  over  ? 

THE  YOUNG  MAN:— f To  the  girlJ—Mim  Frothing- 
hani, then,  may  be  persuaded  to  atone  for — 

MISS  FROTHINGHAM:— </im««7>>— Of  course  I 
may!    I  love  the  polka! — (Thcif  I  urn  loivards  Ihc  stairs.) 

MRS.  FROTIIINGHAM:- f«t.s«Ht;;— My  dearest 
Susan — Agatha — forgive  me  if  I  come  and  talk  to  you! 

(8hf  joins  the  group  at  couch — right.) — 

(Meanwhile  the  two  mt  n-about-town  are  heard  to  speak 
from  galhry,  whtre  theif  are  Iookin(f  nt  >rowd  betow.) — 

THE  FIRST  MAN:— Wiio's  that  woman  with  the 
diamonds — down  there  by  the  door?  I  thought  at  first  it 
might  he  Cavallini. 

THE  SECOND  MAN -.—(Turning  awatj)—'So,  Caval- 
lini's  singing  that  new  opera — what 's  it's  name? 

FIRST  MAN:— "Mignon?" 

SECOND  MAN:— "Mignon"— of  course!  She's  still 
at  the  Academy — she  won't  he  iere  till  twelve. 

PMRST  MAN: — Shall  we  have  supper  now  or  shall  we 
wait  ? 

SECOND  MAN:— Now.  my  dear  chap,  now!  This  is 
one  of  the  few  houses  .vhere  Blue  Seal  Johannisberger  flows 
like  water! 

FIRST  MAN:— M^  the  stairs)— And  the  '48  claret! 
I'd  forgotten  that — 'Theg  disappear  below,  talking)— 

(A  burst  of  laughter  from  the  girl  at  back  of  gallerg.) 

THE  GIRL: — You  musn't  talk  to  uie  that  way  any 
more !  Now  give  me  your  arm  and  take  me  down  stairs  to 
mamma — 

HER  PARTNER— Do  you  know  you  have  the  same 
effect  on  me  as  a  glass  of  Champagne ! 

THE  GTRL:— M/  stairs)— O^  course.  T  don't  know 
anything  about  that  1 

HER  PARTNER :— No.  of  course,  not.  It  doesn't  last 
long — still — while  it  lasts — (Theij  disappear  talking  and 
laughing.) 

MRS.  PROTHINGHAM:— M^  couch— right)— You 
can  say  what  you  please.  Miss  Van  Tuyl,  his  nose  is  not 
Grecian ! 
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HVHAN:—(V,n/  polite )—l)t>»r  Mrs.  Frothingliain, 
are  nont-H  your  only  Htandani  f 

MRS.  RVTUERVOR\):~( Shaking  her  head)— Ah, 
w«*ll— luH  graiulfather  on  hin  inother'H  Hide  came  of  very 
doubtful  Htwk!  An  friHli  peasant.  I  Wieve— he  landed 
sotnetitne  aliout  1805. 

Sl^SAN:— Surely,  Mrs.  Rutherford,  your  memory 
tloegn^t  take  you  (juite  hh  far  hack  as  all  that? 

PI  TNAM:— And  to  tiiink  we  are  condemned  to  linten 
t(.  hiH  wTinonH!  Why  laat  Sunday  I  woke  up  just  in  tiii.v' 
to  catch  the  young  puppy  making  scurrilous  allusions  to 
me — T 

MRS.  FROTHINUHAM:— Dear  me,  I  regret  exceed- 
ingly that  my  neuralgia  kept  me  from  attending  church ! 
What  did  he — T 

SrSAN:— lie  said  he  didn't  doubt  that  several  of  our 
elderly  beaux  would  soon  be  making  Heaven  fashionable 
and  organi/.ing  society  among  the  more  exclusive  angels! — 

(Turn  is  sftn  himireh/  romiiu;  upstairs.  He  is  about 
twentn-eighl,handsonu,  positive  and  determined.  He  is 
dressed  verij  simply  and  a  little  shabhilif.  lie  has  a  very 
hearty,  genial  qiialitif,  but  no  humor.) 

MRS.  FROTHINOHAM :— A})ominai)le ! 

MRS.  RrTHERF'ORD:— Hlasphemous,  I  call  it! 

PUTNAM  :— Hardly  the  remark  of  a  gentleman ! 

MRS.  FROTHINGHAM :— Hut  lie's  not  a  gentleman! 

1*UTNAM: — He  dresses  ike  a  pen-wiper! 

MRS.  RCTHERFORl)  :-He  spends  all  his  spare  time 
with  working  men ! 

PITNAM: — (To  Susan) — .My  dear  yount/  lady,  why 
your  exeellenf  unvie  iver  gare  him  the  rhurrh  is  more  than 
I  shall  ever  understand! 

SrSAN: — liecause  uncle  knows  he's  the  coming  man — 
that's  why!  Look  what  he's  done  here  in  just  these  two 
years!  Hasn't  he  built  up  tiic  congregation  from  nothing 
at  all  to  tht  third  biggest  in  New  York.  Hasn't  he  started 
the  athletic  club  for  the  young  men  and  the  cooking  school 
for  the  girls?  Hasn't  he  founded  our  parish  school  for 
poor  cliildreii— and  got  people  to  donate  a  playground— 
and  a  circulating  library— and  a  l)ig  hall  for  free  lectures 
and  musical  entertaiiimci'.ts '  Tsn 't  he  just  as  much  at  home 
and  just  as  much  loved  down  in  a  Howery  saloon  as  he  is 
here  in  Fifth  Avenue  drawing-room ?    Isn't  he — 

PUTNAM:— f/H/r ;•;•»/?/ j/igf  as  he  .sTr.s  Tom;— I— er— I 
quite  agree  with  you,  Miss  Van  Tuyl ! 
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MRS.  FROTIIINOHAM:— M/w  xf«i«f;  Tum)~Very 
praiseworthy.  I  'tn  sure ! 

MRS.  RUTHERFORD :— Quite  remarkHhle  imleed! 

HVHAS:— (Bcu'ilfii  red)— Hnt—  (Siuhlrnhf  turned 
and  seeing  fom)— Oh,  I  iwh'!  (To  7'«m)— Wf're  talking 
bjut  you,  Tom ! 

TOM :— I  heard.    Thank  vou.  SuHan. 

MRS.  RUTHERFORD:— r/fwiH,f/>— We  were  all  say- 
ing the  most  flattering  tilings — 

MRS.  FROTHINOHAM:— r/?mX9;— Dear  Dr.  Arm- 
strong, I — I  wonder  your  ears  weren't  burning — 

PUTNAM: — (Lauqhiiici  nervously) — By  Jove,  ves — so 
do  I ! 

TOM: — Don't  let  me  <irive  vou  avay. 

MRS.  FROTHINOHAM:— Kr— I  must  look  after  mv 
Mabel. 

PUTNAM : — And  I  was  on  the  point  of  offering  Mrs. 
Rutherford  some  supper. 

MRS.  RUTHERFORD:— rr^  Susan)— A\i  revoir,  my 
dear — good-night,  Dr.  Aniistrong! 

MRS.    FROTHINGHAM :—(}ood-night— good-night ! 
PUTNAM:— CBf>H'i«.7;— Your  8<'rvant !      (The   tlir      go 
downstairs.) 

SUSAN:— M//^r  //»r>m;— Don't  g.>  before  Madame 
Cavallini  eomes — she's  promised  to  sing  for  \is  and  you 
know  what  that  means!  Au  revoir — au  revoir!  (Turning 
to  Tom) — Cats!  Two  tabl)ies  and  one  old  tom!  Did  you 
hear  what  they  were  saying? 

TOM:— .Just  a  little.  What  does  it  nmtter?  They're 
not  the  people  that  really  count! 

SUSAN: — I  know.  Hut  I  just  can't  bear  their  criti- 
cising you!  (Looking  at  him) — Oh,  Tom!  You've  got  on 
your  o'dest  clothes.  Why  couldn't  you  have  stopped  to 
dress? 

TOM: — Well,  I  was  going  to,  honest  I  was.  But  this 
is  my  night  at  the  athletic  club  and  about  ten  o'clock,  just 
as  I  'd  taken  on  the  heavy  weight  of  the  ward,  little  Jimmy 
Baxter  can\e  running  in  and  said  young  Sullivan  was  drunk 
and  killing  his  wife  so  woidd  I  please  .step  over?  (Noticing 
.  er  glance) — What  are  you  looking  at  ? 

SUSAN: — Your  hair! 

TOM: — (Peeling  it) — Is  it  sticking  up  behind? 

SUSAN : — .Just  one  lock — on  the  left.  (Coming  up  to 
him) — Bend  over!  (He  docs  so  and  she  smooths  it  down, 
as  he  goes  on  talking.) 
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TOM:— CWoiMf/  OH  nil  Hi,  limt  )-Ah(I  I  foioni  Sulli- 
van  in  a  tiKhtiiig  iiincMi  and  rathfr  tlifflcult  to  manaKi'  and 
in  the  middle  of  it  all.  if  Mrit.  Sullivan  did'nt  fto  and  have 
another  bahy ! 

HrSAN: — (Tryitiff  In  Ink"  out  a  m/h)!  from  kix  Inpil 
with  hit  haHilkirdiuf.)  Poor  <iear!  I'll  go  round  to- 
morrow and  aee  how  nhe'n  iloinR.    (Orrhtstrn  lirnni  hrlow.) 

A  MAN'S  \OVVVr.—(('omin(f  HpMlnirs)—]  aay ! 

HVHAN:— (Look-in ff  o.ur  hnliislrnilr)— Oh,  it'a  Mr. 
Livingstone!  (Knirr  Fml  LivinqKloiir,  n  ilntuUfird  ifoiini/ 
man  of  nbout  Uiirti/.) 

PRKI): — Who  in  rnrrifing  a  plait  in  mrh  hand)  — 
There,  Miaa  Van  Tiiyl !  You  owe  that  dab  of  mayonnaidc 
to  no  lesH  a  person  than  the  Golden  Nightinprale !  (To  Tom) 
— Hello.  Tom — how  goen  it  ? 

KI'SAN:— Why  .  Mr.  LivinjCHtone ! 

FRED:— It 'h  a  faet.  I  never  would  have  |?ot  it  if  it 
hadn't  Iwen  for  her.  Why.  all  the  literarv  and  artistic- 
talent  in  New  York  was  fighting  like  a  band  of  demons 
round  the  supper-table  when,  thank  the  Lord!  the  bwul 
atruek  up  and  someone  said  that  Cavallini  had  arrived  ! 

arSAN:— r.S'mJ/.Hff;— 1  see! 

FRF3I): — Two  8eeon<ls — and  then*  wasn't  a  soul  in  the 
dining-room  but  me.  Why.  even  the  caterers  men  were 
standing  up  on  chairs  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  divinity! 

SrSAN: — I  really  mnst  go  down  and  greet  her! 

TOM: — Tf  you  see  your  uncle.  Susan,  tell  him  where 
T  am. 

SUSAN:— Very  well.     (To  Frrd.)— Mr.  Livingstone? 

FRKI):— Er — will  you  excuse  me.  Miss  Van  TuyH  I 
want  to  have  a  word  or  two  with  Tom  here. 

SUSAN: — Of  course.  An  revoir.  (Shr  goes  down- 
stairs.) 

VRED:—(Qiiivrnng)—\\i>]\l  This  is  the  last  time  I 
bring  my  wife  to  Ihit  house ! 

TOM  :—(Amazff1)—\Vhat—'! 

FRED: — Why.  the  man  must  be  out  of  his  head ! 

TOM:— Who? 

FRED :— Van  Tuyl ! 

TOM :— What  on  earth 's  he  done  ? 

FRED: — (Staring  at  him) — Good  Lord,  man,  don't 
you  realize  who's  downstairs?  D  on't  you  know  who's  mak- 
ing a  tour  of  the  rooms  on  his  arm?  Don't  you  know  who 
he's  introducing  to  every  respectable  woman  that's  been 
fool  enough  to  come  here  tonight — 
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TOM:— r/M^rrM/>/iM//>— No,  I  don't— who? 

FRED:  -r/m/>nj«mf/i/;-  The— Cavullini ! 

TOM: — (I'utzled) — Oh,  you  m»*Bti  that  forcifm  opora 
Ringer  T    Well,  what  of  it  ? 

FRED:— What  of  it?    Hhe'M  hia  miatreiitt. 

TOM.— (Controlling  hitnmlf  with  difflrult!f)—W\\Ht1 

FRED:— I  wouhln't  have  mentioned  it  if  he  hadn't 
brought  her  here  tonight!  I  l)elieve  in  letting  a  man 'a  pri- 
vate affain  strictly  Mione,  liut  gad!  I  expect  him  in  return 
to  show  a  little  decency  ! 

TOM: — (Chnrhinfi  his  hamln) — \  H'e. 

FRED: — And  look  here,  Tom,  aa  long  as  you're  his 
rector  and  ail  that,  I  think  you  ought  to  speak  to  him  nlniut 
it — haul  him  ever  the  coals  and  haul  him  jolly  hard. 

TOM: — 'IlnUling  himxtlf  in.) — And  this  is  all  you 
wantetl  to  say  to  uie  T 

FRED:— Yes. 

TOM: — (Coming  vlosi  to  him.) — Then  /  have  one  or 
two  things  to  say  to  //«».  And  I  'II  just  lH*gin  hy  telling  you 
what  you  arc — and  that's  a  miwrable,  gossiping  old  woman  ! 

FRED:— rfaAwH  aftarA)— Wait— hold  on! 

TOM: — (Pontinning) — A  pitiful  fool  who  hears  a 
dirty  story  and  can't  wait  until  he's  passetl  it  on!  Why, 
you  apology  for  the  male  sex,  do  you  I-  low  what  you're 
doing?  You're  a  guest  in  a  gentleman's  house — you've 
eaten  his  food  and  soused  yourself  in  his  wine  and  shaken 
hi:n  by  the  hand  and  now  you're  turning  rou-id  and  circu- 
lating dirty  Mes  behind  his  back — 

FRED:— ('/H/frn/p/ J Hfjr;— They're  not  lies  He  lived 
with  her  for  years — she  has  a  villa  on  the  Riviera  that  Van 
Tuyl  gave  her — it's  called  Milleflcurs — Jack  Morris  saw 
them  there  together — 

TOM:— (Thundi ring)— Bo  still ! 

FRED: — (Angrily,  as  h<  gets  hfhind  thv  sofa  and  talks 
over  it) — I  won't  be  still !  .,  hy,  all  the  fellows  know  what 
Rita  Cavillini  is — except  yourself  and  you're  a  elergyii  'ii! 
Ask  Guvvy  Fisk — he  knew  the  French  musician  chap  th.it 
found  her  singing  under  hotel  windows — years  a5?o —  in 
Venice.  And  Guvvy  knows  just  when  she  kicked  him  out 
and  went  off  with  that  Russian  grand-duke  and  lived  with 
him  in  Petersburg,  until  the  Prince  de  Joinville  set  her  up 
in  Paris!  Why,  she's  notorious  all  over  Europe — she's 
ruined  whole  families — run  through  fortune  after  fortune 
— it  was  outside  her  door  that  that  young  English  poet  shot 
himself — the  Eniperor  borrowed  money  from  the  Roths- 
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oliilds  just  to  buy  her  diamonds— the  King  of  Naples  eave 
her — 

TOM :~( Brraking  in )—i^top  it,  Livinf?stone ! 

FRFA):—( fining  right  on)— And  as  for  Van  Tuvl 
well,  everybody  knows  what  he's  been  like— 

TOM:— (Interrupting  and  malinq  for  him)— Yon 
little  cur  yon— (Just  hrrr  Van  Tugl  comrs  up  from  down- 
statrs.  He  is  a  man  of  about  fiftg,  big,  deep-voiced  and 
strong— a  powerful  personallitg.  His  manner  is  genial  and 
full  of  u'isc,  quirt  humor— but  he  suggests  the  possibility  of 
volcanic  emotions  h/ing  beneath.  .He  is  dressed  soberly^ but 
beautifully  and  with  great  care.) 

VAN  TUYL:— a^HiV/Ziy;— Well,  niv  vonng  friends' 
What's  the  matter? 

FRFA) :—( Politely )—Oh^  nothing!  Tom  and  I  were 
arguing— that's  all.  (lie  looks  at  his  watch.)  Good  grae- 
ious — twelve  o\'loek!    You  haven't  seen  mv  wife,  sir?  — 

VAN  TUYL:— Hut  you're  not  going?  Whv.  Mme. 
Cavillini's  going  to  sing! 

FRFA) -.—(Simply )—\\l  rather  my  wife  heard  Mme. 
Cavallini  aeross  the  footlights— a  touch  of  prejudice.  I  sup- 
pose— don't  let  it  bother  you— good-night !  (He  hows, 
smiles,  and  goes  out — baVk.) 

TOM.— (Simply  and  a  little  shyly)— \\\  have  come 

downstairs  to  find  you.  sir,  but  1  'm  not  dressed  as  vou  see 

and  I  thought  you  mighten't  like  it. 

VAN  TT'YL: — (Heartily) — Nonsense,  my  boy!  I 
think  you're  very  good  to  come  at  all.  1  do'n't  remember 
if  you're  interested  in  terra-cottas.  Tom.  but  if  you  are 

(He  is  at  the  mantel,  lifting  one  of  the  vases  lovingly) 
— -Ilere'.s  something  that  came  in  last  week.  It's  a  lekythos 
of  the  time  of  Pericles.  Look  at  tiie  excpiisitc  grace  and 
freshness  of  those  figures!  And  the  hand  tlmt  nmde  them 
has  been  dust  two  thousmid  years! 

TOM:— C//a.s7 //.(/;— Kr — very  pretty — very  pretty  in- 
deed. 

VAN  TTYL: — (He  puts  luiek  the  vase  with  a  siqh) 
But  I  think  you  care  more  for  pictures  than  for  terra- 
cottas, don 't  you  ?  Comt  -'id  look  at  tile  new  Millet.  I've 
got  it  in  my  room  where  I  can — 

TOM:— f/'tr»i/.v J— Thanks,  sir.  but  I'd  rather  stay 
here.  I  want  to — to  talk  to  you.  (Awhwardhj) — 1  don't 
quite  know  how  to  begin,  sir.  as  it's  a  rather  important— 
and  at  the  same  time  a  rather — a  rather  delicate  matter  but 
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— but — (iiH(ldcnhj)—Vm  not  by  any  chance  keeping  you 
from  your  guests  ? 

VAN  TUYL :— Tom. 

TOM:— Yes,  sir? 

VAN  T\]Yh'.— (Putting  Ins  hand  un  Tom's  arm)— 
It 's — it 's  about  Susan,  isn  't  it  ? 

TOM :— Yes,  but— 

VAN  TUYL:— Tlien  it's  all  right.  AFy  boy,  I'm  as 
glad  as  can  be ! 

TOU:—(I'ifzzh(l)—l\ui  what's  all  right?  I'm  afraid 
sir,  1  don't  follow  you. 

VAN  Tl'YL:— Why,  aren't  you  asking  me  \(—(Hc 
looks  at  him  sharp] ij.j 

TOM : — I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  it's  advice  I  wish  to  offer  vou. 

V A  N  TUYL :— Advice—  ? 

TOM :— Yes,  I  regret  it,  but  it 's  my  dutv. 

VAN  TUYL:— In  that  case,  pray  go  on'  (He  sits).— 
Won 't  you  sit  down  ? 

TOM:— No,  thanks,  (hignuiouslif.)  Mr.  Van  Tuyl, 
I  suppose  some  people  would  say  that  after  all  you'd  done 
for  St.  Giles  and  me,  it  wasn-'t  in  my  place  to  suggest  any- 
thing— 

VAN  TUYL: — Nonsense.  Tom.  Do  you  know  you're 
getting  to  look  more  like  vour  dear  mother  everv  ilav  ? 

TOM:— No,  am  I.'  (li,si,miii(f.)~nnt  aft'er  all,  I'm 
your  rector  and  I  feel  I  've  go  to— to— 

VAN  TUYL: — (^uitc  right,  my  lioy.  I  respect  your  feel- 
ings.   Well ! 

TOM:— Do  you  know.  :Mr.  Van  Tuyl,  that  there's  a 
woman  downstairs  wiiose  reputation  is — 

VAN  TUYL:— fr(////(//y;  — Whoever,  she  is.  Toin,  she's 
one  of  my  guests. 

TOM: — (P( rsistiiig) — But  slie's  a  woman  whose — 
immoralities  are  notorious — 

VAN  TV\'L:—(Strnihj)—Tom  ! 

TOM: — Excuse  me.  sir.  1  'm  speakinc  as  the  rector  of 
St.  Giles ! 

VAN  TVYl. -.—(Boivinf/  his  head)— Go.  on. 

TOM: — (I'ncnnsiioiislij  assuming  Jiis  pulpit  mannfrs) 
— A  type  that  disgraces  even  the  effete  and  vice-worn  civili- 
zations, but  from  which — thank  God  ! — our  country  has  been 
comparativclv  free! 

VAN  TUYL :— (Polite  Ig)— Ah— t 

TOM: — (Quickhj) — AVe  have  our  sins,  sir — I  know 
them  well.    But  vice  till  now  was  forced  to  crawl  her  way 


20 


ROMANCE. 


through  poverty  and  darkness,  or  hask  in  the  false  light  of 
an  abandoned  stage!  She  never  dared  to  rear  her  slimy 
head  and  look  into  our  homes — nay,  touch  the  white  hands 
of  our  wives  and  daughters ! 

VAN  T[jYL:—(i<moking)—And  nieces? 

TOM  : — (HastUy) — And  nieces.  (Resuming) — And  is 
it  time,  now  after  all  these  years  of  honest  decency  to  open 
wide  our  doors  to  a  Du  Barry?  To  welcome  Messalina  to 
our  hospitable  board  ? 

VAN  'Y\]Yh.— (Mildly)— It  isn't  Sunday,  Tom. 

TOM: — I  ask  you,  sir,  as  friend  and  clergyman,  is  it 
fair,  is  it  wise,  is  it  right — tliat  your  pure  threshold  should 
be  crossed  by  Mme.  (^lavallini?    (Pause.) 

VAN  TFYL:— How  oil  are  you,  Tom? 

TOM  :—fLrtWY7(/;—E.  —twenty-eight. 

VAN  Tl'YL  -.—(WitU  a  u-istful  smile)— Life's  a  simple 
thing  when  you're  twenty-eight. 

TOM : — (Loftly) — If  one  has  standards — yes. 

VAN  TUYL:— Standards? 

TOM :— Of  right  and  wrong,  I  mean. 

VAN  TUYL :— Oh,  yes,— I  had  those  standards  once. 

TOM :— (Shocked)— Ome,  sir ? 

VAN  TUYL:— and  then  one  day  I  got  'em  all 
mixed  up — and  the  riglit  seemed  wrong  and  the  wrong 
seemed  right  and  I  just  didn  't  know  where  I  was  at. 

TOM:— Oh.  come,  sir! 

VAN  TUYL : — And  now  1  'm  fifty -one  years  old,  my 
boy,  and — (With  a  chuckle) — well,  I'm  dashed  if  I  ever  got 
'em  straight  again ! 

TOM  ■.—(Distressed)— Oh,  sir,  don't  talk  that  way  ! 

VAN  TVYL:— (Soberly)— J 've  learnt  a  few  t^hings, 
tiiougii — stray  spars  I've  clung  to  in  all  this  storm  and 
ocean — One's  how  to  value  people  that  are  good — that's 
why  you're  rector  of  St.  Giles,  my  boy — and  another's  how 
to  pity  people  that  ar — 

TOM :— Bad. 

VAN  TUYL: — No,  not  bad,  l)ut  there 're  some  poor 
devils  who  find  it  harder  to  be  good  than  you  that's  all. 

TOM:— f/mp»/.«f(/)/;— Oh,  what  a  fool  I've  been!  I 
might  have  known  there  wasn't  a  word  of  truth  in  what  that 
puppy  said. 

VAN  TUYL :— ^Vhat  puppy  ? 

TOM: — A  young  he-gossip,  sir,  who  reeled  off  lies 
about  this  woman.    And  I  was  ass  enough  to  believe  him, 
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and  come  to  you  and  talk  like  a — like  a — like  a  confounded 
prig!    I  wonder  you  don't  throw  me  out  of  the  house ! 

VAN  TIJYL:— rW7//*  a  /h-jhA/.;— You're  mv  rector, 
Tom. 

TOM  : — Do  you  tliink  you  forgive  me,  sir?  (Just  lure 
the  band  ilnwnsfairs  hrginx  a  brgiiiling  Straus  wait?.) 

VAN  TUYL:—r/?i".si//y;— There's  nothing  to  forgive, 
my  hoy.  And  now  run  down  stairs  and  ask  Susan  for  some 
supper. 

TOM:— But,  I'm  not  dressed— 

VAN  TUYL:— Oh,  nonsense!  But  '  ■  you'd  rather,  go 
into  the  library.    She'll  bring  it  up  to  you. 

(Mcanv'hili ,  thin  is  heard  rloivii  thr  stairiasv  the 
sound  of  men's  voices,  high  and  eager,  -»«.7  over  and  above 
them,  a  woman's  laughter.     This  eomes  nearer  and  nearer. 

rOM:- But  I'm  not— 

VAN  TVYh:^(('lai)iniig  him  on  the  shoulder)— 
Don't  tell  me  you're  not  huiigr*  !  You're  twenty -eight 
years  old — and  when  a  vouiig  man's  twentv-eight — hello  I 
Who's  this? 

(He  turns  and  (jianris  nt  bach,  as  the  sound  of  the 
voices  and  laughter  grows  nearer.) 

A  VVOxMAN'S  \0\VV.:—(Just  off,  rising  above  the 
(ith<  rs.) — Go  'vay — go  'vay — you  mus'  not  come  vit'  me — 
HO — no — you  are  nauglit-tcc — you  are  mos'  'orr-r-rible 
naught-tee  men  I  1  evair  see — 

(She  comes  on  with  titi  group  of  ifoung  dandiis  who 
have  accompnniid  her.  She  stands  a  moment  a!  <<-e  top  of 
the  stairwag  at  back,  laughing  and  talking,  a/iraf/.,  facing  in 
the  direction  whi  nee  she  came, — awag  from  Tom  and  Van 
Tugl.  Sill  is  a  bt  wUching.  brilliant  litlh  fordgn  creature 
— beautiful  in  a  darl:,  Italian  wag.  slu  is  marvellouslg 
<lressed  in  vfduminous  gauze  and  her  dr( ss  is  tritnmed  wi\ii 
ting  roses.  Hi  r  blark  hair  hangs  iti  curls  on  either  side  of 
her  face  and  time  long  soft  curls  hang  down  her  low-cut 
bad'.  On  her  head  is  a  wreath  of  little  roses.  She  tvears 
long  diamond  earrings,  a  rivi>  re  of  diamonds  is  about  her 
neck,  diamonds  gli am  of  her  corsage,  her  wrists  and  hands. 
She  carries  a  fan  and  bouqud  in  a  silver  filagree  holder. 
She  speaks  in  a  soft  ItaUau  voice,  with  quick  bird-like  ges- 
tures. Sh<  seems  herself  a  good  deal  like  an  exqui-fiie, 
gleaming,  little  humming  bird.) 

ONE  OF  THE  YOl^NO  MEN:— But  it's  my  waltz! 
ANOTHER — Don't  listen  to  him,  madame,  you  know 
you  promised  me  to — 
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A  THIRD: — (Interrupting) — Nonsense,  Willie — my 
name 's  on  her  card  ! 

THE  PMRST:— It's  no  sueh  thing. 

THE  SECOND:— I  appeal  to  her! 

THE  THIRD:— Madame  — 

RITA: — (Interrupting) — Oh — !  Vhy  you  makesuch 
a  beeg,  beeg  noise  ? 

THE  FIRST  YOUNG  MAN:— (Frankly)— Yoi\Wi' 
driving  us  crazy — can't  you  understand? 

RITA:— (Mock  serious)— Vh&t,  Me—!  Poor,  leetle 
me?  You  beeg  bad  hoy,  you  make  of  me — 'ow  you  say? — 
vone  seelly  joke ! 

THE  CHORUS :— ' ' We  don 't ! "  " It 's  true ! "  "Of 
cours,  it  is!" 

RITA: — (Laughing) — Go  make  de  love  to  dose  be-e- 
autiful  Amer-r-iean  ladies  wid  de  long  nose  an'  de  neck 
full  of  leetle  bones — ! 

ONE  OP  THE  YOUNG  MEN :— But  I  want  to  make 
love  to  you! 

ANOTHER :— And  so  do  I ! 

ATHIRD:— Ido,  too. 

THE  OTHERS :— And  I and  I ! 

RITA  : — Ouf !  You  cannot  all  make  de  love  to  me — 
so  look!    I  tell  you — (Theij  all  gather  neanr.) 

ONE  OP  THEM :— What  ? 

ANOTHER :— Tell  us ! 

RITA: — yTriumphantUj) — You  shall  not  any  of  you 
make  de  love  to  me ! 

CHORUS:—  ( Disappoint  f  (I)—  "Oh.  madame!" 
' '  Please ! "    "  You  must ! ' '  etc. 

RITA  : — No — no !    I  stav  here  vid  Meestaire  Van  Tuvi. 

CHORUS:— "Oh,  don't!"  "What  a  shame!"  "Please 
come  downstairs!"  etc. 

RITA : — But  listen  now  !  Vich  vone  of  you,  'em  catch 
dis  peenk  camellia  look — 'e  drive  me  'ome! 

(8he  holds  up  the  flower.) 

THE  MEN :—( Surging  forward  to  snatch)— ''Giwe  me 
it ! "    " Oil,  madame !    "Get  out  of  the  way  ! "  " It 's  mine ! ' ' 

RITA: — (Laughing  and  tossing  it  over  the  balustrade) 
Eet  is  all  gone — so  run — run  qvick  !  Oh,  'e  has  fallen  him- 
self down — dat  leetle  meestaire!    Povrino! 

(Excitedly,  looking  over  balustrade) — Oh — !  Oh — ! 
You  vill  be  hur-r-rted — (Pointing) — Oh  Dio!  Guardi — 
guardi! — (Clapping  her  hands  and  leaning  over  the  balus- 
trade)— All  r-r-right — all  r-r-right — you  meestaire  vid  de 
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beeg  moustache — Bene!  ciptto!  You  take  me  'ome! — 
(She  kisses  her  hand  and  turns  away,  still  laughing) — Dey 
are  so  fr-r-rightful-ee  funn-ee,  dose — (She  suddenly  sees 
Tom,  who  has  been  standing  quite  still  staring  at  her  all 
the  time.  Sh(  stops.  The  words  die  away  from  her  lips. 
She  looks  at  him.    An  instant's  pause.) 

TOM: — (Indistinetly,  as  he  tears  his  gaze  a.vay  from 
her) — I — I  beg  your  pardon.  (He  passes  her  quiekly,  his 
head  down,  and  goes  downstairs) — (She  turns  and  follows 
him  with  her  eyes.) 

RITA: — (V-  ry  simply,  still  looking  after  him.)  Please 
who  is  dat  young  man  ? 

VAN  TUYL: — Tom  Armstrong.    lie's  a  clergyman. 

RITA  -.—(Vaguely)— Clergee-man  ? 

VAN  TUYL :— Abbe— priest— you  know. 

RITA :— (Almost  to  herself)— Ah— !    Den  it  vas  dat— 

VAN  TUYL:— What? 

RITA: — (Turning  atvay) — I  dunno.  .Tost  some 'ting 
in  his  eyes — 

VAN  TUYL : — I  don't  suppose  he'd  ever  seen  anything 
like  you  in  all  his  life. 

RITA: — (Impishly) — Ino?  My  Lor-rd,  'ow  very  sad! 
(Glancing  again  down.stairs — this  time  ivith  a  certain  cali- 
neric) — an'  he  vas  'an 'some,  too! 

(Van  Tuyl  chuckles.  She  hears  him,  turns,  catches  his 
eye  and  they  laugh  together.) 

VAN  TUYL: — (Coming  up,  still  laughing,  and  taking 
her  in  his  arms) — You  little  monkey  you! 

RITA: — (Softly,  her  eyes  closed,  a  smile  of  triumph 
Oh  her  lips) — De  beeg  Amer-r-rican,  'e  like  'is  leetle  frien' 
tonight — ye-ss  ? 

VAN  TUYL :— (Smiling)— I  do'  Miink  he  could  help 
it  if  he  tried ! 

RITA:— (Softly)— Den  please  >        don'  'e  keese  'er? 

VAN  TVYh:— (Laughing  and  kis.mig  her)— There  I 

RITA: — (Drawing  herself  away  suddenly) — My 
Lor-rrd,  I  have  forget  some-t'ing! 

VAN  TUYL:— (Following  hcr)—(:ome  here. 

RITA: — I  have  forget  dat  I  am  oh,  mos'  fr-r-rightfuU- 
ee  angr-ee ! 

VAN  TUYL:— Not  with  me? 

RITA:— Ni— .Si.' 

VAN  TUYL:— But  why?    What  have  I  done? 

RIT  A  -—(Briefly)— Y on  know. 

V         .  UYL :— Mv  dear,  I  don 't ! 
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^  RITA:— (Sitting— right  )—i^H\\  I  You  mus'  not  say 
t  ings  like  dat— dey  are  not  tr-r-rue !  You  'ave  tr-r-reat  me 
ver'  bad  toniglit— yes,  you  'ave  tr-r-reat  ine  qvite,  qvite— 
on-Hpikable ! 

VAN  TIIYL :— Why,  I  've  invited  you  to  my  house,  1  've 
introduced  you  to  my  friends— I've  entertjiined  vou  Iwfore 
all  the  world— and  isn't  that  exa(ttly  what     .i;  wanted? 

RITA : — You  ask  me  to  your  soirrr — dat  is  tr-r-rue — 
hut  you  ask  me  as  an  ar-r-rtist,  not  as  a  frmmr  du  monde' 

VAN  Tl'VL:— TImt  isn't  so! 

RITA: — (Likt  a  flash )~A\\  no.'  Den  jjlease  vhy  you 
ask  de  oiier  singer-r-rs,  too  .' 

VAN  TI:YL:— Now,  Rita,  listen— 

RITA:— I  vill  not  leesten  !  You  t'ink  I  am  a  leetle — 
vhat  you  my  i—itonnavia—unf  p'tife  griseftr — 

VAN  Tl'YIi:— My  dear,  you  know  I  don't  think  any- 
thing of  the  sort — 

RITA  : — An'  eet  is  not  tonijpfht  a-lone — oh,  no!  Eet  is 
two — t'ree  mont's — all  de  time  since  fir-r-rst  I  eome  to  your 
mos'  ver'  diz-a-agree-a-hle  count-ree!  (WUh  a  smU'c)— 
A-ah  !  Ket  was  not  like  dis  at  Alillefleurs— 1  vas  not  dere  a 
singer- rr  from  de  opera— at  Millefleurs  I  vas  a  qveen ' 

VAN  TC YL :— Millefleurs- !  Our  Palace  of  a  Thous- 
and Flowers! 

RITA  : — (('ill ,  ssingh/) — Do  you  r-r-rememher  de  night 
I  sing  to  you  de  Schubert  serenade — vhen  you  valk  up  an' 
down  below  de  vindow— ye-es ?  An'  all  de  r-r-roses  in  de 
vor-r-rld,  dey  blossom  in  de  moonlight?  Dere  vas  no  vind 
—  de  sea  vas  (jvite,  qvite  steell— an'  you  valk  up  an'  down 
^ip  an'  down — an'  alvays  I  sing  to  you — an'  sing — an' 
sing — an'  de  vind  an'  ile  sea  an'  de  beeg  gol'  moon — dey 
all  of  dem  leesten  to  me! 

VAN  TVYL:— (Housing  himself )— That  was  JMille- 
fleurs  The  roses  there  had  brought  me  back  my  youth.— 
(With  a  sigh.)— I  came  home,  and  1  lost  it,  dear.  I'll  nev^r 
find  it  again ! 

RITA  : — Vhat  you  mean — please  ? 
VAN  TUYL:— I'm  fifty-one  years  old.     (She  instinc- 
tivelg  (hairs  awar  from  him  a  littlr)—ThHi  frightens  vou? 
RITA  :— Ah,  no,  but— 

VAN  T{]Yh:—(Gfnffg)—l  know  how— vou  must  feel. 
(Pause) — Rita. 
RITA :— Veil  ? 

VAN  TUYL:— Rita,  suppose  we  finish  our — our 
friendship — end  it  here  tonight. 
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RITA:— To  night—? 

VAN  TIJYL :— Give  me  your  hand.  There !  Now  we 
can  talk !  I  'm  fond  of  you,  dear— I  always  shall  ')e  that— 
hut  already  I'm  heginninj?  to  disappoint  you.  Vnd  I'm 
afraid  I'll  do  it  more  and  more  as  time  goes  on.  (Slight 
pause.) — Look  at  my  hair!  There  wasn't  any  grey  in  it 
last  year— at  Millefleurs !  But  now— and  next  year  there'll 
he  more!  And  I've  hegan  to  he  a  little  deaf  anil  fall  asleep 
in  chairs  and  dream  al)out  tomorrow's  dinner.  My  rheu- 
matism, too,  came  hack  last  week— CiS7»t  winrrs  and  draws 
away  her  liand)—\)ou't  blame,  me,  dear— I  can't  help — 
getting  old. 

RITA:— CArrfoH.s/i/;— Don't— don'  talk  dat  vay  ! 

VAN  T{lYL:—((^Hickhj)—Goi\  knows  I'm  not  com- 
plaining! I've  lived  my  life— and  it's  been  very  sweet! 
I've  done  some  work,  anil  done  it  pretty  well,  and  then  I've 
found  time  to  enjoy  a  great  many  of  the  beautiful  things 
that  fill  this  beautiful  world!  (I'oUtthj) — Among  them, 
my  dear,  I  count  your  voice— and  you !  (Resuming) — And 
yet  the  fact  remains  I've  lived  my  life,  I'm  in  the  twilight 
years— oh!  They're  golden  yet,  but  that  won't  last,  and 
they'll  grow  deep  and  dim  until  tlie  last  tinge  of  the  sun- 
set's gone  and  night  comes — and  it's  time  to  sleep.  (Willi 
a  change  of  tune) — But  you — Good  Lord,  gour  life  has  just 
begun!  Why,  the  dew's  still  on  the  grass— it's  .sparkling 
brighter  than  your  brightest  diamonds!  (lit  touehes  the 
ornaments) — You  wear  the  morning  like  a  wreath  upon 
\our  hair — don't  lose  all  that,  my  dear, — don't  waste  your 
springtime  on  a  stupid  fellow,  fifty -one  vears  old!  (Pause.) 

niTA:—(Coldlg)~A\l  r-r-right.  '  (She  turns  away 
whistling.) 

VAN  TUYL:—rW'a/i7»JH.7;— What's  the  matter? 

RITA: — Vone  more — 'ow  you  say? — frien 'sheep  feen- 
ished — !  (In  a  hard  voice) — Vone  more!  (With  a  careless 
gesture) — Oh,  che  m'  importa — ce  ne  sono  altri! — (She 
yawns  ostentatiously  and  sniffs  her  bouquet.) 

VAN  TVYL:— (Looking  at  her  keenly)— RitH". 

RITA:— Veil— Meestaire  Van  Tuyl? 

VAN  TUYL:— f-Sim/)/*/;- Haven't  you  ever— loved 
someone  ? 

RITA: — 'Ow  you  talk?  'Ave  T  not  love  you  two — 
t  'ree  year-r-rs  ? 

VAN  TVYL:— (Always  renj  gently)— I  don't  mean 
that. — Isn't  there  someone  whose  memory  is  dear  and — sort 
of  holy — like  an  altar-candle,  burning  in  your  heart  ? 
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RITA  : — (Ih  a  hard  voict) — No. 

VAN  Tl^YL:— Think  hack— way  hack.  Didn't  some- 
one ever  make  you  feel  so  tender  that  you  didn't  know 
whether  to  laufjh  or  cry  at  the  thought  of  him?  Wasn't 
there  ever  someone  you  wanted  to  help  so  much  that  it— it 
hurt  you.  like  a  living  pain  .'    Wasn't  there  some  one  who— 

RITA:— (Hi.siiiff  siid<hiihf)~Bosla!  Basta—\  Stop 
eet— don'— don'— (^^1  litfh  paiisf.  Slir  trcovrrs  hcrsrif)— 
'ave  f/nii  felt- like  dat  ? 

VAN  TrVL  :—(\n<hli„(,)—Yvs. 

RITA:— Who  was  she.' 

VAN  ri'\L.~~(Simi>lf/)—,]\iHi  n  girl.  Not  wonderful 
or  heautiful  or  gifted— and  yet— she  meant  the  world  to  me 

RITA  :— Vhat  'appened  ? 

VAN  TrVL:- She  died  hefore  I  ever  told  her  that  I 
loved  her.     (Pause.) 

RITA  : — (Sol  lnnl;'ni:f  of  him) — Eet  vas  a  good  t'ing — 
dat  she  die  so  soon. 

VAN  Tl'VL:- What? 

RITA :— Sometime  I  vish  dat  I  liad  died  before— T 
ever'r  'ear-rd  dose  vor-r-rds — "I  lo-ove  von  " 

VAN  TITYL:— What  do  you  mean? 

RITA: — (IfonivaJhj) — I  never-r  tol'  you  of  mv  fir-rst 
so  bee-autiful  r-romanee?  No—?  Veil,  I  do  not  often  t'ink 
«'»'t-;-Pft  nmke  nie  feel— not  nize.  (Pause.) — IJet  vas  in 
Venice.  I  vas  jost  see.xteen  years  ol ' — T  play  de  guitar  wide 
de  .<icrenata—(Wilh  a  .sinih)—Ah  Madonna!  Come  scmbra 
lontann! 

VAN  TUYL:— Well? 

RITA: — (Sol  looking  at  him) — A  young  man  come 
.join  our  serenata— Reppa.  'is  name  vas— Reppa  Aquilone. 
'e  vas  an 'some — an'  'e  'ad  nize  voices — oh.  var-y  light,  you 
know — hut  steel — sitnpafieo.  Ve  stan'  together-r  an'  have 
— I  dunno — vone,  two  duets.  An'  so  eet  goes  for  two — 
free  veeks  an'  every  time  'e  smile  an'  look  at  me  my  'car- 
r-rt  is  full  wid  gr-r-reat  beeg  visiles  an'  I  feel  like  every- 
t'ing  in  all  de  vor-r-rld  is  new  air  bor-r-rn  again — an'  so 
vone  evening  'e  come  vid  me  to  my  leetle  r-room — an'  den  'e 
tell  me  dat  'e  love  me — an'  all  night  long  'e  'old  me  close  an 
keese  m«' — an'  I  feel  'is  'ot  br-r-reat'  like  a  fir-r-re  upon  my 
face — an'  de  beating  of  'is  'ear-r-t  like  strong  blows  'ere 
—against  my  own-  an '  den  'e  sleep.  Rut  I— I  do  not  sleep. 
T  lie  steel  an'  qviet  an'  in  my  mind  I  have  vone  fought — 
Is  (lis  vhat  people  mean  vhen  dey  say — Lo-ove?"  An'  so 
de  'ours  go  by.  an'  de  night  is  feenish.  and'  a — a — 'ow  vou 
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say?  a  long,  thwii  piece  of  sunlight,  it  ereep  in,  through 
my  leetle  window,  an'  it  shine  on  Keppa  where  'e  lie  Ijeside 
me.  An'  oh!  'e  look  so  young — an  «len  de  sunlight,  'ow 
you  say? — eet  teH8«.  him,  soV  'alf  vake  up.  an'  'e  veenk  'is 
eyes  an'  say  "Ah,  Rita  Ti  amo!"— an'  den  'e  sigh  an'  put 
'is  had  'ere — on  my  shoidder — little  a  leetle  bab-ee  dat  s 
tir-r-red,  an'  'e  go  to  sleep  again.  (With  a  passionatr  ten- 
dirncss) — Ah.  oh!  1  put  my  ar-r-rm  almut  'im  an'  1  smile 
an'  t'ink  "For  Lo-ove  I  vaited  all  night  long,  an'  wid  de 
day — it  come!" 

V^AN  TUYL :— And  so  it  does,  my  dear. 

RITA:— C/h  a  (Uffvrcnt  vou'(>)—\o\\  t'ink  so?  Vait— ! 
(Shi  has  turned  away) — In  tvelve  'our — tvelve  'our  'e  sell 
me  to  an  English  traveller-r  for  feefty  lira.  At  fir-r-rst,  I 
t'ink  1  die — 1  soflfer  so.  An'  den  at  las'  I  on'erstan'— an' 
laugh — an'  know  dat  1  'ave  been  vone  gr-r-reat  beeg  fool — 

VAN  TVYL:— (Protesting)— My  dear,  I— 

RITA:— (Shakiuff  hir  cJinvhid  hands)— A  fool  to 
t'ink  dere  vas  some  gr-r-rcater-r  better-r  love —  a  love  dat 
come  at  mor-r-rning  an'  shine  like  sunshine — ^yes,  all 
t  'rough  de  dav ! 

VAN  TUYL:— There  is. 

UlTA:—(Fitrr(l!f)—])Ht  is  vone  lie!  You  'ear—? 
Vone  lie!  (Vnluptuouslij) — Love  is  a  str-r-ruggle —  ver' 
cr-reulan'  sveet — all  full  of  madness  an'  of  whisper-r-red 
vor-r-rds  an '  leetle  laughs  dat  br-r-reak  into  a  sigh !  Lover 
is  de  hunger-r  for  anoder-r's  flesh — a  deep  down  t'  ir-r-rst 
and  dreenk  anoder-r's  blood — love  is  a  beast  dat  feed  all 
t 'rough  Je  night  an  vhen  de  mor-r-rning  come — Love  dies! 
(Slight  pause.) 

VAN  Tl'YL : — My  dear,  I  think  you  must  have  suffer- 
ed a  great  deal. 

RITA  : — Yes — because  I  'ave  believe  vonce  in  a  lie, 
but — not  any  mor-r-re !  (  With  a  grimace) — Oh,  vhy  ve  talk 
about  dose  bad  ol'  t'ings? — see 'ere — I  blow  dem  far  avay! 
Pst — !  Pouf — !  (With  an  enchanting  smile) — Now  look 
dey  are  all  gone!  (As  he  does  not  answer  but  lools  at  her) 
— You  know  what  1  t'ink — ye'es? 

VAN  TVYL:— (Smiling)— I  never  know. 

RITA  : — I  t'ink — dat  you  an'  I  ve  have  not  come  qvite 
to  de  en '. 

VAN  TUYL : — My  dear,  you  make  me  very  happy. 

RITA: — So  you  vill  drive  wid  rae  tomor-r-row  after- 
-r-noon  at  four-r? 

VAN  TUYL:— I'm  honored. 
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K'TA: — I  till  you  uoiiit't 'iiitf-— 
VAN  TIYL:— Well/ 

RITA:— You  an.  iiauKh-tw— but  I  like  voti  fr-r-riffht- 
full-w  iiiucli ! 

VAN  'n'YL:—(Kissi,i,f  h,r  liaiulj—friir  orchestra 
bf^gtus  a  waltz  ,hin,slairs.)  (UhhI  H.-nvfiiH,  I've  forgotten 
I  III  a  ho8t!  What  will  tlioNc  wretched  people  think'  Mv 
arm—  ?  ^  (H,  off,  rs  if  to  h>  r.) 

RITA  :— <//jXf  rt/i  uiitrillitiff  rhiUI.)  Vheii  iiuw'  I  sing? 

VAN  TI'VL:  -Let's  Nee.  I've  aNke<l  Artot  and  Capoul 
to  do  the  duet  Iroin  Lit  Trarialn—mul  then  I  want  the  sex- 
tette from  /,((»>/— and  after  that  we'll  all  he  readv  for  the 
(iolden  Nightingale: 

R\TA.—  (Li/inf/  on  Ih,  s,>fit)~\h'  (Johlen  Nightingah; 
vill  r-r-rest  alone  'ere  till  (h-  time  is  eome.  An'  oh!  sen' 
someone  vid  'er  r-red  vine  an'  er  lemon  joice— she  is  so 
tir-r-red — she  cannot  sing  vidont ! 

VAN  TrVL:— That 'sail.' 

RITA:— Dat's  all. 

VAN  Tl'VL:— (Oh  tlu  stairs)— Yon'ri-  heautiful  to- 
night. 

RyVA-.—Lifiiiii  Imrl;  aiid  loi.hitui  at  him) — Vhy  not? 
My  star-r-r  is  N'enus — I  vais  hor-r-rn  for  love! 

^■ANTl'VL:—r/V  «'/'/•///; — •'()  love  forever  in  thy 
glory  go!"  (Ih  disapixars.  Th<  soinnl  of  the  wall?  Is 
hcaril  full  of  iusishnf  rhijihm.  Shr  irhisflis  it  undtr  her 
hrrnfh,  lookiiu/  straight  iif}  into  the  air,  rnmhittiiKf  it  (ftufhf 
with  out  .siraijiiHj  hand.  Otirr  :;h(  stops  whistlituj  to  laitf/'h 
to  hrrsitf.  At  last  with  a  sif/h,  sht  drops  hir  hand,  flitufs 
hir  arms  altovi  hir  head,  slnlrh(.<  hi  r  hodif,  ami  closes  her 
cjies  with  a  voluptuous  smite.  A  moment's  pau.se.  Then 
Tom  ent(rs  from  Lift.) 

TOM:— Air.  Van  Tuyl  yinH—tSuddenlif  seeinej  her)  - 
Oh,  I  —  I  l)eg  your  pardon  ! 

RITA: — (Openinif  hir  njis) — Eh — ? 

TOM: — (Horrihlji  i  mharras.sed) — I — I  though  Mr 
\'an  Tuyl  was  here.     I  'iii  afraid  l—( He  makes  as  if  to  (/o.) 

RITA  : — You  are-r-r  going? 

T()M  :—(Turnin!f)~l  heg  your  pardon  ? 

RITA  : — (Smilini/) — Don'  go — please — 

TOM  :~(>ihuddi  riuff)— Hut     ]  ~[— I— 

RITA  :— I  vas  jost  begun  to  be  a  leetlc~'ow  you  say? 
—lone-lee?  An'  now  a  ni/.e  young  nmn  come— oh!  My 
Lor-r-rd.  I  am  so  ^hi-nd—fShi  smiles  at  him  bewitchinglij') 

TOM: — You're  .sun — I 'm  not— intruding? 
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RITA:— But  no!  Come  in— an'— 'ow  you  Hay?— oh 
yen!  maki'  your-r-rwif  <jvife  t«)  'omr! 

TOM :—Kr— thank  you.— f//*  nitn  down  nn  othrr  suir 
of  room.) 

RITA :— Vhy  you  wet  vay.  vav  over  diT-re? 
TOM  :— Why— er— er— I  tlon't  know— I 

RITA:— CNi/Yf 7/.i/>— Ar-r-re  you  afr-r-raid  of  itwl  (As 
one  would  talk  to  a  ffoiuu/  ami  timid  bat>!f)~l  vill  not  'ur-rt 
you — no,  I  likt  de  yount;  men  !  Pl(>a8c  come !  Seet 
(She  indiratis  a  chair  at  fool  of  couch.) 

TOM— You're — very  kin<l.  (Ilr  comes  over  and  .iits 
down.) 

HITA:— (Lying  Itack  with  a  niffh  )—A-&\\\—(Shc 
smiles  at  him— A  pause — then,  curioushf) — Vhat  make 
you-r-r  faee  so  r-r-red  ? 

TOM: — (In  consternation) — My  faee — 

RI'lA: — (Dreamily) — Ket  in  de  r-r-reddeHt  t'ing  I 
evair  see  in  all  my  life ! 

TOM:— CAgonized)— It's  rather— warm  in  here. 

RITA  :— You  t  'ink  so  ?    /am  qvite,  (jvite  eol '. 

TOM  :— That's— very  odd.    (Pause.)—]  'm  afraid  I— I 
>    ven't  had  the  honor  of  being — prnsented — er — er,   my 
ame's  Armstrong. 

RITA:— Ar-rm-str-rong!  Hut  dat  is  not  all— eh  ? 
Now  wait — no — yes — ecco!    I  'ave  it — Teem! 

TOM'.— (Slightly  nettled)— yio.  not  Tim.  That's 
Irish.    Tom, 

RITA :— Tome ! 

TOM :— Not  Tome !     Tom! 

RITA:— Tom— Dat  r-r-right— ?  (Repeating  it  to  her- 
self)— Tom — Tom!  (Laughing)— My  Lor-r-rd— vhat  a 
f unnee  name ! 

TOM: — It's  not  a  real  name.  It's  just  short  for 
Thomas. 

RITA:—  (Illuminated)—  Ah—  Tommaso!  Si— .si! 
Xow  I  on'erstan'!  I  vonee  'ave  a  frien'  name'  Tommasso 
—  oh,  yes,  ver'  long  a-go!  'E  'ave  jest  vone  leg;  'e  vas  (ow 
you  .say  * — r-r-rag-picker-r!) 

TOM:— Was  he? 

RITA:— /'Cn/iVa//!/^— You  Innk  mos'  ver'  jumh  like 
'iin ! 

TOM:— (Pulling  uncomfortably  at  his  eoat)—J^o  I? 
RITA: — (With  a  sudden  happy  thought) — May-be  you 
are  fine,  beeg,  Amer-r-rican  r-rag-picker — no? 
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TOM :— ^V# irrr/y;— Mailain.  I  am  the  iwtor  of  St. 
Giles'! 

RITA:— R-r-rettorf 

TOM:— Y»'H — I  mean  I— I  own  it— I'm  itH  miniater— 
it 'a  fiergyman — 

RITA  :—(Quukl!f)—Oh,  vhr-gtr-man!  I  have  forffet ! 
'ow  liee-antiful !  An*  St.  (Jilea— who  vaa  'e?  Some  leetle 
•Vmer-r-rican  aaint — hein  ? 

TOM :— f.V/f  r/i/i/;— St.  (Jilea  w  one  of  the  moat  im- 

•rtant  figiireH  in  the  great  hiHtory  of  tlie  Chiireh  of  Kngland- 

UlTA.— (Softly)— \h  dat  ho?     Anotlder  cler-gee-man 

— ye-ea?    ( II i  noils) — 'ow  rr-r-rightfiil-ee  nize!    Ve  nt- ver-i 

'ear  of  'im  in  Ital-ee ! 

TOM  .—(Struck)— \n  Italy— !  Whv.  vou  don't  live  in 
Italy  ? 

RITA: — I  have  a  lumHe  in  Kloi-r-rence  an'  a  villa  on 
de  Lake  of  Como — yea. 

TOM:— riri7/i  a  irlirvnl  lauf/h  )—0\\,  that 'a  all  right, 
then.    Do  you  know  what  I  thought  for  a  moment? 
p»"-  \  :_No.    Vhat  you  t'ink.  ? 

1\  -vl:— I  thought  that  you  might  he  Madame  Cavaini 
— or  lini  or  whatever  her  name  is!  You  know — the  opera 
singer ! 

RITA: — (Laii(/liin(f) — You  funnee  man! 
TOM:— Forgive  mi'— do'! 

RITA: — It  vill  he  'ar-red!  You  avt-  .lot  seen  La 
Cavalini  heref 

TOM :— I—  ?    Oh,  no.    /  don't  go  to  the  opera  ;' 
RITA: — (Cohfifh ntiall!/) — You  have  not  meeHS  mueli 
vhen  you  mees  La  Cavalini.     She  is  of  a  fjjtness — (With 
gcstuir) — oh.  like  dat ! 
TOM:— You're  sure:' 

RITA: — ( y adding) — She    eat    twelve   poun'   of   spa- 
ghetti every  dav! 
TOM:— No! 

RITA: — (Enthusiastiralhj) — An'  nglee — oh.  Madonna 
— 'ow  dat  womans  is  ug-lee!  Jost  to  look  at  'er  give  vone 
de  nose-hleed ! 

TOM : — But  everybody  says — 

BIT  A:— (Interrupting) — Leesten!  Vone  eye  is  made 
of  glass — an'  'er  nose — my  Lor-rtl  'er  nose ! 

TOM: — What's  the  matter  with  her  nose? 
RITA: — (Covering  her  face  with  her  hands) — She  'as 
not  got  vone — ! 

TOM : — But  surely  you  're  mistaken — why — 
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RITA:— (ShuiidtriHff)—.)mt  jtaint r-mache — •tiu-k  on 
to  her  face !    O  Diot 

TOM:Well,  I  mipptMe  her  Hjrure  ih  what  iimkeR  them 

RifA.—(lHtirnipling)—l  tell  you  nomet'ing  Ur-r- 
ribh'!    She  'ana  'ump! 

TOM:— A  what? 

RITA: — (With  horriti  rmphasis) — A  'uinp — a  'ump 
upon  'er  back ! 

TOM: — You  mean  h  Innnpf 

HlTA.—( XodUinff) — 'Kr  dremmaker  in  Pariii — she 
tell  me  dat !    \ow  vhat  you  t'ink — eh? 

TOM:— ^iifwiH;;;— Do    ou  reallv  want  to  know? 

RITA  :— Yes— tell  tm      leabe ! 

TOM:— (V(ry  stn'Hhf/—l  think,  madam,  you  have 
l)een  g^iilty  of  the  groHHetit  ertieltv ! 

RITA:— What— ? 

TOM:— (Oracularly)— YvH— cruelty,  I  repeat  the 
word !  To  hear  a  woman,  on  whom  an  all  wise  Providence 
has  showered  its  choicest  gifts  deride,  hold  up  to  scorn  and 
gloat  over  the  physical  failings  of  a  less  fortunate  sister — 
for,  madam,  you  arc  sisters  in  the  sight  of  (Jod !  I  say  this 
heartless  act  deserves  a  far  more  serious  rebuka  than  any 
I  'm  at — at  lil)erty  to  offer. 

RITA : — (Suddenly  covering  her  face  with  her  pocket 
handkerchief  and  gasping) — Ah — ilon' — don't — 

lOM:— What  if  this  uulmppy  lady  docs  suflfer  from 
exaggerated  fleshiness?  Hcneath  that  bulk  may  beat  the 
tenderest  of  female  hearts!  What  if  one  eye  is  glass?  The 
other,  doubtless,  is  the  windovv  of  a  noble  soul !  And  even 
though  she  bears  .  hump  upon  her  back,  she  may,  with 
Christian  patience,  change  it  to  a — (Suddenly  inspired)  a 
cross! 

RITA: — (Her  voice  still  covered,  shaking) — Don' — 
'  don 't — !    Dio  mio — / 

TOM: — (Pompously ) — I  am  glad  very  few,  poor 
simple  words  have  touched  you.  Never  forget  them — and, 
should  the  temptation  come  again,  remember  that  a  soft, 
sweet  tongue  is  Woman 's  brightest  ornament : 

niTA:— (Unable  to  control  herself)— Tschkl    Tschk! 
Tsehk — !     (She  presses  the  handkerchief  over  her  mouth.) 
TOM: — (Suddenly,    taking    a    step    toward    her) — 
Madam — / 

RITA: — (Dropping  the  handkerchief  and  screaming 
with  laughter) — I  cannot  'elp  it — oh — !    oh — !    oh! 
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TOM: — (Grinding  bin  teeth  and  striking  one  palm 
against  the  otlur  as  he  turns  away) — Madam — !  You — a-ah 

RITA  :— (Exhausted,  gasping)— Oh— !  Oh— .'—(Wip- 
ing her  eyes) — My  Lor  r-rd — !  (A  liveried  servant  comes 
from  downstairs  carrying/  a  silver  tray  with  glasses,  a  car- 
afe and  a  decanter  of  wine.) 

THE  SERVANT :— The  wine,  madam. 

RITA :— P-put  it  'ere— on  dis  leetle  table.  (She  indi- 
cates the  little  table  by  the  head  of  the  couch.  The  servant 
places  the  tray  upon  it.) 

THE  SERVANT:— Is  that  all,  madam? 

RITA: — Yes — dat  is  all.  (The  servant  goes  doivn- 
stairs.) 

TOM  -.—(Stiffly)— Gooi\  night. 

RITA  : — You  are  not  going? 

TOM: — After  what  has  oecurretl,  I  see  no  reason  for 
staying. 

RITA— (Carelessly.)— All  r-right.  (She  half  rises  and 
occupies  herself  with  an  elaborate  mixing  of  the  ivine  and 
lemon  juice  and  water.) 

TOM: — (Lingering) — Aren't  you  sorry  for  making 
fun  of  me  ? 

UlT A:— (Always  iiitcnf  on  the  drink)— Oh—  so  fr-r- 
rightfull-ee  sorr-r-rv ! 

TOM:— (Doubtedly)— You  don't  look  it. 


Good  bye.     (Tom 
slowly  comes  back 


RITA:— fj-s  before)— U  dat  so? 
icalks  to  stairs,  pau.'os,  hesitates — tht  n 
and  sits  down  in  his  old  chair.) 

TOM:— Madam 

RITA:— (Turning  to  glance  at  him.)— Oh,  I  t'ought 
you  go ! 

TOM: — (With  dignity.) — So  long  as  you're  sincerely 
sorry— so  long  as  you  truly  repent — (He  pauses  expectant- 
ly,awaiting  her  corroboration.  But  .she  whistles  gaily  and 
pays  no  attention  to  him.  He  finished  somewhat  lamely.) — 
I  don't  suppose  there's  any  need  of  my  going. 

RITA: — (Gaily,  as  she  pours  the  drink  from  one  glass 
to  another) — Look — see  'ow  />rf-eautiful  I  do  it — I  (Her 
voice  .softening) — Somevone  who  was  vonee  ver'  fon'  of 
me.  'e  teach  me  dis!  (He  stares,  hypnotized.  She  finishes 
and  fills  both  glasses) — I)er-re !  (She  holds  one  out  to  him) 
Dat  is  for  yoii ! 

TOM:— (Rousing  himself )— Thanks.  I— I  don't  take 
stimulants. 

RITA  : — (Very  Softly) — Not  even  vhen  I  give  dem — ? 
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(A  paiisi,  sIk  holds  tint  (Ik  fflass  and  smiles.  At  laat  he 
takes  it)— Ah,  dat  is  r-r-riglit !— (.S'/k-  /»//.s-  her  own  glass) 
—Now  vhat  ve  dreciik  to— eli .'  (Huddenhj)—Ecco!  Dat 
nice  ol '  cler-r-rgce-iiian—  St.  Gile ' !  You  don '  like  dat— no  ? 
(^he  pauses  and  ei'>.-,  "/.,•  efatinej  at  him) — (At  last  in  a 
slow,  mystirioHs  n  .!.sp<iiij  —  ]h'\  'o\v  you  like  it  if  /  dreenk 
to  vhat  I  see  in  y.  7/-  .yes — tin'  ;,ii(  dreenk  to  vhat  you  see 
in  mine — ?  (A  ^<j»  r.  Siu  s'  ins  at  him  steadihf  with  a 
mysterious  smile.  A'  -  ..  ,u,i  (jke  his  effes  awaif.  Together 
thiif  sloH'hj  lift  thdr  glasses  lo  their  lips  and  drink,  their 
gaze  never  faltering.  From  outside  can  he  heard  very  faint- 
Ig  the  vetives  of  the  other  singers,  singing  the  sextette  from 
"Lueia,"  with  thi  orehestra  accompaniment.) 

TOM  :— Wliat  are  you  ?  Tell  me— I— don't  understand ! 

RITA  : — (Slowlg  and  mgsferiou.slg) — I  am  a  eup — all 
full  of  saer-r-red  vine!  I  stand'  upon  an  altar  built  of  goV 
an'  pearls  an'  paid  for  wid  de  blcMxl  an'  tear-rs  of  men  !  De 
steam  of  per-rfuiiic  dat  fills  all  de  air.  it  is  de  t'oughts  of 
me  in  poits'  'ear-rts — de  white  flowers  lying  at  my  feet,  dey 
are  de  young  l)oys'  h«'e-iiuti-ful  deep  dr-r-reams!  My  doors 
are  open  vide  to  all  de  vor-r-rldl  1  shine  in  dis  gr-r-reat 
dar'rkness  like  a  living  .star.  an.  somewhere— some  tin)e 
every  man  'as  'ear-rd  my  voiee— " " Come,  o  you  t'ir-rsty 
vones— come  dere  is  vine  for  all !"    (Pause.) 

TOM: — (At  last,  almost  in  a  u-liisp( r) — \V'ho  are  you? 
What's  your  name .' 

RITA:— Ah,  vhy  you  ask  : 

TOM: — (At wags  looking  at  Inr) — Heeause  I  want  to 
see  you  again — and  again — I  want  to  ask  you  things — (His 
voice  rising) — I  want  to  know  you — 

RITA: — ( Interrupting) — Ah.  j)oor  young  man — all 
dat  ean  never  he! 

TOM:— (Rising)— U  musl—h'n  got  to  he! 

RITA: — ((ifnllg) — Ssli — !  Don' make  a  noise!  (Im- 
pulsivelg) — Come  'en-!  (Il(  corn's  up  lo  the  side  of  th< 
couch) — Kneel  down — (As  he  ihxs  so) — Dere — like  <lat ! 
Close — close  so  ve  ean  talk.  (Picking  up  her  l)ou(juct)  You 
see  my  violets  'ere — so  sveet  an'  fr-r-i-esh  an'  hee-eautifid  ? 
'Ow  long  you  t'ink  dey  last .' 

TOM: — A  long  time,  if  you  treat  them  well. 

RITA: — Now  look — !  (Sht  pulls  the  flowers  in  hand- 
fuls  from  the  bouquet ) — 1  j)r-r-ress  deni  on  my  face  an' 
neek — I  feel  dere  fr-r-resii-ness  on  my  eyes  an'  'air-r — I 
dreenk  dere  sveetiiess  like  1  dreenk  new  vine — 

TOM : — (  Warningig) — You're  erushing  them  ! 


34 


ROMANCE. 


^  RITA:— Vhat  does  it  iimtter-r?  I  have  keess  dem— 
an  dey  vere  bor-rn  to  die!  (Taking  up  two  great  handfuls 
and  covering  his  face  with  them)— Don'  t'ink  sad  t'oughts 
of  vhat  mus'  be— jost  laugh  an'  love  dem— tlat  is  all  dey 
need!  (Giving  him  mor*;— Take  dese— an'  dese— take 
mor-r-re—  oh,  take  dem  aU— (She  throws  a  last  handfuU 
into  the  air.  .The  flowers  fall  all  about  //»fm.;— Dere— ! 
(Showing  the  bouquet  holder)— It  is  empty.  Not  vone  is 
left  to  take  'ome  vhen  I  go.    You  on'erstan'? 

TOM :— No— tell— me ! 

RITA: — (Tenderly) — Our  meeting  'ere  tonight — vhat 
is  it  but  a  bunch  of  violets  ?  Of  flower-r-rs  dat  ve  smell  an' 
love  an'  t'row  into  de  air-r?  Vhy  should  ve  take  dem  'ome 
vid  us  an'  vatch  dem  die  ?  I  t'ink  it  is  oh !  Much  mor-r-re 
vise  to  leave  dem  her-r-re — like  leetle  memor-r-ries— all 
sveet  an'  white  an'  scatter-r-red  on  de  gr-r-roun'! 

TOM: — Couldn't  I  keep— just  one  or  two? 

RITA: — (Smiling) — Dey  vere  not  meant  for  keeping. 
Dere  whole  life  vas  tonight ! 

TOM:— (Sim pig)— I  know— but  I'd  like  to  try.  (A 
little  pause.    She  looks  at  him  and  shakes  her  head.) 

RITA :— Ah,  you  ar  e  so  young!  (She  picks  up  a  few 
flowers  from  where  theg  have  fallen  and  puts  them  in  his 
button-hole  as  he  kne<N  beside  her) — Dere!  (Then,  with 
her  fingers  still  at  his  buttonhole)— I  vmh— (She  hesitates  ) 

TOM  :— What  do  you  wish  ? 

RITA:— (Very  simply,  almost  like  a  child.)— I  vish  I 
knew  some  flower-r-rs  dat  would  never-r  die !  (There  is  an 
instant's  pause,  then  quite  suddenly,  he  .st/jcs  her  hands 
and  kis.'ics  them  again  and  again.) 

RITA: — (Trying  to  rise.)— No — stop  it — vhat  you  do? 
— (She  manages  to  tear  herself  away  from  him  just  as  Van 
Tuyl  appears  on  the  stairs.  He  pauses  on  the  top  and  looks 
at  them.    A  brief  pau.se.) 

RITA: — (With  complete  self-command) — Ah,  'ow  nize 
you  are  to  come ! 

VAN  TUYL:— (Politely)— You're  ready,  Madame? 

RITA  :— Qvite,  qvite  r-r-ready.  (To  Tom)—T 'ank  vou 
m'sieur,  for-r  your-r  kin'  polite-ness.  Good-bye.  (She 
bows  to  him  and  picks  up  her  .^carf,  gloves,  fan,  etc.,  pre- 
paratory to  departure.) 

TOM :— (Hoarsely)— But  1— want  to  see  you  again ! 

RITA :— You  are — sure  ? 

TOM :— (Gulping)— Y  es— 

RITA:— (Very  " Pemmc  du  monde")—Den  vould  you 
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come  to  >ny  'otel  tomorrow  after-noon  at  four-r?  It  is  de 
Br-r-revo(»r-rt  House — you  know. 

TOU:— (With  difficulty)— All  right— 

^ITA:— (Smiling)— An'  I  vill  take  you  for  a  leetle 
drive  upon  your-r  6<?c-eauti-ful  FiiV  Avenue! 

VAN  TUYL  -.—(Always  very  polite)— And  our  engage- 
ment, madame,  what  becomes  of  that  ? 

RITA: — Our  leetle  engagement  is — is — 'ow  von  say? 

VAN  TUYL:— Postponed? 

RITA:— CFtHts/itHflr;— Een-definite-lee'.  (Van  Tuyl 
bows.    She  moves  towards  the  stairs.) 

TOM: — (Who  has  never  taken  his  eyes,  from  her  now 
steps  forwards  as  he  sees  her  leaving.) — Wa't — !  I'm 
awfully  sorry,  but  I — don 't  know  your  name — 

RITA  : — Oh,  of  course — I  'ave  forget— so  stupeed  !  Vill 
you  tell  'im— Meestaire  Van  Tuyl?  (At  stairs— she  gives 
them  each  the  most  correct  of  smiles  and  bows,  unconscious- 
ly dropping  her  handkerchief,  as  she  does  .so,  then  goes 
downstairs.  As  she  goes  there  is  a  murmur  swelling  up  into 
loud  applause  which  comes  from  below.  She  is  smiling  and 
kissing  her  hand  to  this  unseen  crowd  as  she  disappears) — 
(A  pause)— (Van  Tuyl  lights  a  cigar.  Tom,  staring  after 
her,  comes  slowly  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  .sees  the  handker- 
chief and  picks  it  up.  He  is  fingering  it  aimlessly  when  he 
sees  the  ini*'  '  at  one  corner.  .He  starts,  looks  at  them 
more  carefi  d  then  turns  dumbly  to  Van  Tuyl.     The 

orchestra  bey  low.) 

VAN  Tl.  xL.— (Gently)— T)o  you  mean  to  say  you 
reallydidn't  know  who  she  was? 

TOM: — (Shaking  his  head  and  speaking  almost  in- 
articulately)— No — I  hadn't  the  least  idea — 

A  WOMAN'S  VOICE:— (Sing  below)— 

"Non  conosci  il  bel  suol 

Che  di  porpora  hail,  eiel? 
II  bel  suol  i  de'  re 

Son  piu  tersi  i  colori 
Ove  r  aura  e  piu  dolee 

Piu  lieve  1 'angel." 

(Tom  walks  slowly  to  the  gallery  and  .stands  there,  look- 
ing down  at  the  singer  in  the  room  below.  Van  Tuyl  watches 
him  rather  sadly  as) 

THE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 
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fiCENK : 

New  Year's  afternoon.    Tlie  study  of  St.  (Jiles  Rectory, 
a  charming,  old-fashioned,  spacious  New  York  House,  look- 
ing out  upon  a  quiet  street.    The  study,  a  square  room.    At 
left  are  two  windows,  with  heavy,  rather  faded  curtains. 
Holly  wreaths,  tied  with  scarlet  hows,  hang  in  hotli  win- 
dows.   At  hack  is  the  douhle  doorway  leading  into  the  hall. 
At  one  side  of  it  iiangs  the  l)ell  rope.    Over  it  is  a  long  car. 
and  ahove  the  center  of  this,  a  stag's  head— mounted.     At 
right,  is  the  wliite  marhle  mantel  and  fire-place  in  which  a 
tire  is  burning.    On  the  mai.!      ire  sevr   d  silver  cups,  med- 
als in  their  open  caser,.  little  o.     "  diioned  photographs  of 
young  men.  a  big  old  clock,  and  iwo  handsome  candelabra. 
Over  the  mantel  is  a  large  steel  engraving  of  Del  Sarto's  St. 
John.     AI)ove  fireplace  in  corner,  right   back,  is  an  old- 
fashioned  cabinet  with  glass  covered  shelves  and  drawers. 
Helow  fireplace  is  a  rack  containing  rods  and  guns.    A  pair 
of  boxing  gloves  iiangs  here,  too.     Theie  are  book-cases  at 
back  and  ai)ove  tire-place  and  windows,  filled  with  sober, 
pious,  dusty  volumes.     On  top  tlie  book-cases  are  a  few 
more  engravings  of  old  IVIasters— a  last  supper,  etc.     Also 
an  occasional  bust.     In  front  of  windows — left — is  a  very 
large,   heavy  table-desk;  on  it  are  a  lamp,  water-pitcher 
and  glass,  desk,fiidngs.  several  books,  a  daguerreotype  in  a 
velvet  case,  a  large-  well-used  Bilile.  a  smaller  Testament, 
etc.    A  r)ig  leather  chair  faces  this  desk  at  left.     There  are 
one  or  two  other  chairs  at  right  of  it.     At  right  of  room, 
facing  corner — right-back — so  that  key-board  is  not  seen] 
is  a  small,  but  exquisite  old-fashioned  square  piano.    There 
are  candles  on  each  side  of  key-l)ot»rd  and  several  rather 
worn  volumes  of  bound  music,  neatly  ranged.    In  the  corner 
— left  back — is  an  arm-chair  piled  high  with  books  and 
papers.     There  is  a  hair-cloth  settee  and  one  other  chair 
near  the  fire-place.    AH  the  furniture  is  olu-fashioned  black 
walnut,   upholstered   in   black.     An   old-fashioned   carpet 
covers  the  floor. 

The  sunlight  of  a  cold  winter's  afternoon  comes 
through  the  windows.  Outdoors  the  glitter  of  snow  is  seen. 
As  the  act  goes  on  the  sunlight  changes  to  the  ruddy  glow 
of  a  winter's  sunset,  and  then  the  twilight  fills  the  room 
with  shadows.    As  the  curtain  rises  IMiss  Armstrong,  wear- 
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ing  a  little  black  silk  apron,  is  discovered  arranging  some 
roses  in  a  bowl  on  the  desk.  The  dock  on  the  mantel  strikes 
four. 

(The  door  ope  i  and  Roger,  the  old  Butler,  appears.) 

KOGER:— Miss  Van  Tuyl.  (Susan  enters,  dressed  in 
bonnet  and  mantle.) 

SUSAN :— (Coming  in)— Tom,  1— (Seeing  Miss  Arm- 
strong)— Oh,  Happy  New  Year,  Miss  Armstrong! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— Don't  be  premature,  mv  dear 
—it's  only  New  Year's  Eve!  (Rising  her)— Vf hat  nice 
cold  cheeks  you  have  I 

SUSAN :—( Laughing)— I  ought  to— I've  been  valk- 
ing.  Tom  asked  me  to  come  in  at  four,  and  hoar  about  the 
final  arrangements  for  tonight. 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— To-night— ? 

SUSAN :— Yes.  The  midnight  New  Years 's  service  for 
the  lost  and  friendkss — 

MISS  ARMSTRONG  :— Oh,  that! 

SVSAN :—( Enthiisiastirally)— We're  going  to  have  u 
brass  band  and  torches  and  sing  hymns  and  parade  the 
siieets  for  half  an  hour  before-hand — oh,  it'll  be  wonderful! 
Is  Tom  upstairs  ? 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— rAV/io».W(/;— No.  He— went 
out  after  luncheon — er — to  pay  a  call. 

SUSAN :—( Meaningly)— At  the  Brevvoort  House? 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— (Flustered)— 01,  I'm  sure 
he'll  be  here  if  you  wait  a  moment !  He  has  a  Deaconesses' 
Meeting  at  a  quarter  to  five  and  I  know  he  never  would  miss 
that! 

SUSAN:— Wouldn't  he?  Well,  we'll  see— (Noticing 
the  flowers) — What  lovely  roses! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— They're  mine— they  came  just 
a  moment  ago !    Without  any  card,  too ! 

SUSAN: — (Chaffing  her) — Aha!  An  anonymous  ad- 
mirer— ! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— fi?m6ar/ossccZ  and  pleased)— 
My  dear,  how  foolish !  But  you  know  it's  the  first  time  in 
years  that  anyone's  sent  me  flowers,  and — 

SUSAN: — (There  is  the  sound  of  sleigh-bells  outside) 
(At  the  windoiv) — Oh,  look!  It's  uncle's  sleigh!  He's 
driving  his  new  team ! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— Is  he  getting  out? 

SUSAN: — Yes.  He's  come  to  call  for  me  on  his  way 
uptown,    f  Glancing  at  clock) — I  wonder  if  Tom — 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— My  dear,  there's  something  I 
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want  to  discusM  with  your  uncle,  so  I  think  you  may  as  w^ell 
s,'o  home. 

SUSAN: — Miss  Armstrong,  promise  me  not  to  tell  T«  m 
I  came — unless  he  speaks  of  it  himself,  I  mean.  I  don't 
want  to  be  a — a  drag  on  liim — oh,  Miss  Armstrong,  promise 
— please! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:- Very  well,  my  dear— if  you 
insist.  Jiut  that  boy  really  deserves  a  good,  plain  talking 
to,  and — (Roger  enters) — 

ROGER:— (Announcing)— Ur.  Van  Tuyl.  (He  siauds 
nsifJe  to  let  Van  Tuyl  pass.) 

•  VAN  TUYL : — (Who  wears  a  long  fur  voat  and  elriving 
gloves) — How  d'yo"  ^^o,  Miss  Armstrong.  Real  New  Year's 
Eve  weather — eh?  (Taking  of  his  coat  and  giving  it  to 
Roger) — Well,  Susannah;  I  thought  I'd  find  you  and  Tom 
waving  your  arms  and  singing  hymns  antl  generally  getting 
up  steam  for  to-night 's  procession  ! 

SUSAN  ■.—(Smiling)— Tom 's  out.  Can  Ralph  take  me 
home?    (She  puts  on  her  wraps.) 

VAN  TUYL:— Yes— good  idea.  I  don't  like  to  keep 
the  horses  standing.  ( To  Miss  Armstrong) — Have  you  seen 
my  new  team,  Miss  Armstrong?  The  prettiest  sight  in  New 
York — (At  the  window) — Look  at  that  off  mare  there !  Isn* 
she  a  little  witch  ?  The  highest  stepper  on  the  Avenue  and 
a  mouth  like  a  French  kid  glove ! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— She  looks  very  wild  indeed! 
(To  Susan) — Good  bye.  my  dear.    Tell  Ralph,  to  be  careful. 

SUSAN: — (Kissing  Miss  Armstrong) — Don't  forget 
your  promise.  (In  a  lower  voice) — And,  dear,  don't  worry. 
I  don't  worry — I  know  it's  going  to  be  alright!  (She  goes 
out) — 

MISS  ARMSTRONG  -.—(Turning  from  the  door)— Oh 
Mr.  Van  Tuyl. — I  am  in  great — in  a  very  great  distress! 

VAN  TYL :— Dear  lady,  what  is  it  ? 

MISS  ARSTRONG  -.—(Crying  quietly)— Vm  ashamed 
to  act  like  this — but — it's  been  so  hard  carrying  it  on  my 
mind — all  alone — 

VAN  TUYL:— ('.S'oo//a//.9/iy;— There— !   Count  on  me. 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— You're  Tom's  oldest  friend— 
and  his  father's  and  mother's  before  him — and  you're  his 
leading  parishioner,  too — and  the  chairman  of  the  vestry — 
(She  sniffs.) 

VAN  TUYL  -.—(Comfortingly)— I  know— I  know— 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :—( Breaking  down)— Oh,  save 
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him,  Mr.  Van  Tuyl— saw  liiin  troin  that  d-d-cli  adful 
woman!     (She  soha.) 

VAN  TUYL: — I've  dont'  my  Ikvi.  He  came  to  see  me 
Saturday  about  the  new  jfyiiinasium  and  I  talked  to  him  as 
I  won  hi  have  to  mv  own  son. 

MJSS  ARMSTRONG  :— What  did  he  say? 

VAN  Tl.'YL:— ^Te  was  very  sweet,  hut  somehow  he 
wasn't-th  re— the  re,  I  Tom,  1  mean— it  was  only  the  out- 
side shell  that  I  wa.s  speaking  to. 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:—!  know!  I've  seen  it!  He's 
with  her! 

V'AN  Tl'YL: — (Ifi  assiirin<fJn) — Oh,  eome.  Miss  Arm- 
strong! You  mustn't  he  alaniicd  !  Rememher  that  she  sails 
tomorrow  monung,  and — (dlatirinfi  out  window) — Hello-! 


ARMSTRONG 
-Why. 


-(Slopping)— What's  the 
carriage  is  just  stopping  at 
(In     amaztd     horror) — Not 


MISS 
matter  ? 

VAN  TIYL 
vour  door ! 

MISS     ARMSTRONG: 
Madame  Cavallini — ? 

VAN  Tl'YL: — She's  evidently  going  to  pay  a  call! — 
(As  Miss  Armstronff  rjors  and  pulls  the  hell-rope) — ^What 
are  you  going  to  do? 

MISS  ARMSTRONG  :— Tell  Roger  I'm  not  at  home. 

VAN  Tl'YL:— r^Vrt/(/./.i/j— Let  her  come  in.  Perhaps 
I  could  say  a  word  or  two — 

MISS  ARMSTRONG  ■.—(Earn(stli,)—Yo\i'\\  make  her 
liromise  not  to  write  to  him  ? 

VAN  TUYL:— I'll  do  mv  best. 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— (Tr/j^mfH/?//)— There  ought 
to  he  a  law  against  such  women !  Why,  I  'd  sooner  have  a 
liungry  tigress  walk  into  this  room  than — 

ROGER:— f/1/  door) — Madame  Cavallini — (He  enters 
and  stands  aside  to  let  her  pass.  She  comes  in  quickly.  She 
is  dressed  in  a  wonderful  black  velvet  and  ermine  mantle, 
an  ermine  bonnet.  In  her  arms,  as  if  it  were  a  baby,  she 
carries  a  great  ermine  muff.  From  one  end  of  this  peeps  a 
monkey's  head,  adorned  ivith  a  tiny  pink  satin  turban,  large 
aigrette  and  eliamond  clasp.) 

RITA : — To  Miss  A.,  shaking  hands) — My  dear-r  mees, 
'ow  you  do  ?  I  come  in  for-r  vone  meeuute  just  to  say  good- 
bye an' — 

MISS  ARMSTRONG  :—f,Sfein,9  monkey  and  drawing 
back  with  a  cry)—0—\    What's  that—? 

RITA:— Vhat— ?     (Xoting  her  look)— An'  I  breeng 
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my  .'  bah-ee  to  show  you.  I  call  Vr  bab-ee — because  I 
«m  loiie-U'c — you  too  'ave  no  bab-ee  so  you  ou'erstan' 
— y  ?  (S( ring  Van  Tiiyl)—0\i—]  (Advancing  to  him) 
—  '('.V  you  ilo,  Mecstairs  Van  TuylT  (Shr  shakes  hands 
with  him.) 

VAN  Tl' YL :— (Shaking  hands)— How  do  you  do  1  It 
seems  a  long  time  since  we'vt-  met. 

RITA : — Dat  night  I  sing  at  your-r  so  bee-eau-ti-ful 
soircf!    To  ?ne,  also,  it  seem  a  long,  long  time. 

VAN  TITYL:— And  Ad.'lina— (To  the  monkey)— Cent- 
ment  ca  va  madrmoisdle — hvinf 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— Adeline- ? 

RITA  : — Ye-es — because  she  look  so  much  like  Patti  in 
La  Traviata.~(To  Van  Tuyl)—]  t'ink  she  'ave  forget  you, 
sir. 

VAN  Tl'YL: — You  ladies  can  forget  me  so  quickly, 

RITA: — Ye-es?  Sometime — I  wish  you  men  for-r^et 
a  leetle — too!  (Taking  the  monkey  out  from  her  muff.) — 
Tcs'oruccio  mio,  sei  quasi  gelato — non  importa  qui  ci  fa 
caldo!  (Thf  littlr  animal  is  dressed  in  pale  blue  satin 
trousers  and  eoat,  diamond  buttons,  etc.) 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— Why,  it's  all  dressed  up! 

RITA: — (In  surpri.'<e.) — But  sure-lee  she  is  dr-ress! — 
Do  you  vant  she  go— 'o\v  you  say  ?— naked  ?  Dat  vould  be 
— all !  shock-eeng ! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG :— The  horrid  little  animal! 

RITA:— ('WarxjH.f;/.)/;— Tschk!— Tschk— !  You  'urt 
'er  feeling!  Evco — .'  See — !  She  begin  to  cr-r-y ! 
(To  monk< y) — Bcllez  mia!  tu  un'  fare.sti  male  a  ncssuno! 
(Taking  monkey)— \  t'ink  she  is  like  me,  Meestaire  Van 
Tuyl.  (With  a  reproachful  glance  towards  Mi.>ts  Arm- 
strong)— She  is  not  'app-ee  vhen  de  peoples  do  not  1-ove  'er! 
(Slipping  the  monkey  into  muff  again)— Ti  amo—bambin- 
cllo  mio — si — ti  amo! 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— fWfl/r/it/iff  her)— Ugh! 

RITA  : — Putting  both  muff  and  monkey  in  big  chair 
hi)  fire  where  mither  can  be  seen) — I  put  'er  'eie  an'  she 
vilf  tak  vone  leetle  nap  !  (Bending  over  chair)— Dormi,  be- 
bina  eara  eli  mamma — (Rising  and  turning  kuickly  to  Miss 
Arm.strong)— Santa  I  'ave  for-get !  I  'ave  a  somet'ing  to 
tell  you  fr-r-om  Meestaire  Tom  I 

MISS  ARMSTRONG:— You've  seen  him? 

RITA : — (Innocently) — But  ye-es — 'e  dr-r-rive  wid  me. 
I  leave  'im  at  de— oh,  vhat  you  say?— de  con-firm-a  tion 
class — 
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-iHn't  hecom- 


MISS  ARMSTRONG  :—(l,ihrn,pH,„j)- 
iiig  home? 

R'TA: — Ye8-('H— joMt  a  l«'«'tl«>  vhile,  V  say.  (Holding 
out  her  hami  to  Miss  ^IJ— So  I  come  fir-r-rs'— to  make  ...v 
r-r-respee'  to  you.  dear  mces.  an'  sav  good-bve. 

MISS  ARMSTRON(J:— r.SV*#/;,/  to  Van  Tutjl,  paijiny 
no  attention  to  tlir  outslrrlvhut  l,nnfI)~W]mi  Madame 
Cavallini  goeH.  f  Iioim'  you'll  stej)  up  to  my  sitting-room  and 
have  a  eup  of  tea      (Hi  lunvs.) 

HIT  A -.—(Sfriny  Ihr  roses  on  tlir  (lrsli)—X-h\\\  De 
r-r-ro8es— (ley  arrive  all  r-r-ripht  ?  You  like  dem—ye-es? 
I  'ave  ehoose  eaeh  vone  myself— !  (She  smiles  winningUj  at 
Miss  Armstrong.) 

MrSS  ARMSTRON(J:— r.l.Hrt?rr/;— Frt,/  sent  me 
those — ? 

RITA: — (  Wist  f  nil !/) — lust  a  leetle  surprise — to 
r-r-remher  me  two — tVee  days  aftair  T  'ave  gone — sonfar! 
MISS  ARMSTRONG  :—r.l//<r  n  s/nechless  moment) 
—Thank  you— you  were  very  kind.  (She  goes  over  and 
lakes  up  the  hotel  of  roses  from  the  desk)-— Mr.  Van  Tuyl 
will  put  you  ill  your  carriage  whenever 
(lood-hye.  nuidaiiie.  1  wish  you  a  pleasant 
goes  out  at  bnek.) 

RITA: — (Turning  in   wonder  to   Von 
for-r  she  go  avav  so  qveeck  ? 

VAN  TI'VL :-  T  asked  her  to.    ( 'ome  here. 
at  him  and  snddi  v  ij  smiles.) 

VAN  TVWi:— (Smiling  ^yr/^— Vou  little  monkey,  you 
—(Reeoverinij  '  ims(lf)—'Sov,-  pretend  for  five  minutes  I'm 
your  father  confessor! 

RITA: — You  vant  to  sco-old  me — ye-es  ' 
VAN  TUYL:— (Taking  her  hg  the  sh,  dders)— Well, 
that  depends — 

VAN  TUYL: — lias  Tom  asked  you  t<    inarrv  him- 
RlTA:—(Aftir  a  little  pause)— "So. 
VAN  TUYL :— I 'm  glad.    And  if  he  did  ? 
RITA: — (Xot  looking  after  him,  speaking  with  a  rath- 
ir  sulkg  defiance) — I  vould  not  marr-ee   'im — an  A-raer- 
can  cler-gee-man — 'e  vould  vant  I  stop  sing-ing — an'  be  so 
fr-r- rightful   goo-ood — an'   live    'ere   in   <Iis    'nrrihle   New 
Yor-r-rk — mos'   col'   diz-zgree-a-ble   place   I   evair   see — ! 
Adelina,  in  two — t'ree  mont's  she  die — ye-es !    An'  'e  vould 
not  let  me  go  to  Paris  vhen  I  need  de  new  dr-r-ress — an'  I 
vould  be  all  bor-re — an'  seeck —  (With  a  sniff. )-Mehhe  I 
die,  too —  an'  den — every  vone  is  gla-ad — !.    (She  dries  her 


you're   ready, 
voyage.     (She 

Tuyl)—\hB.t 
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eyea  resolutely  with  her  handkerchief) — Oh,  uo,  ray  frien', 
I  vould  not  marr-ee  'im — no — no — dat  vould  be  vone  beeg 
meestake ! 

VAN  TUVL:— Tht-n  why  do  you  lead  the  poor  boy  on? 

RITA:— Lead  'im— ? 

VAN  TITVIj: — He's  not  like  the  young  gentlemen 
you're  accustomed  to  have  circling  round  you — remember 
that'  my  dear!  lie's  not  a  Haron  Vigier  or'a  C^aptain  Pon- 
sonby. 

RITA: — Hut  no,  my  friend — but  no — 

VAN  TVYL:— (Interrupting)— VfvU,  isn't  that  the 
way  you're  treating  him?  Aren't  you  amusing  yourself — 
jusi  a  little  bit  at  his  expense? 

RITA: — No — you  do  not  on'erstan' — ah!  it  is  so 
'arr-r-rd  to  say  !  Now  leestcn — !  (She  speaks  very  serious- 
ln) — 'Ow  long  I  know  'im?  Two  months?  Ver'  veil — 
(Solemnly) — In  all  dat  time  'e  'as  not  spik  to  me  a  vor-r-rd 
of  lo-ov'> — no,  not  vone  leetle  vor-r-rd! 

VAN  TUYL  .—(Amazed)— What— .' 

RITA: — At  fir-r-rst  1  try  to  make  him — mob,  you 
kno- -  for-r  fun!  An'  den —  some'ow — I  am  so  sorr-ee 
ror-i    im — an'  I  don'  tr-r-ry  any  mor-re! 

(She  sUs  on  a  hassock  at  his  feet,  leaning  against  his 
knees.    He  puts  his  hand  on  her  .shoulder.) 

VAN  TVYL.— (Tend,  riy)— My  poor  littlu  Rita- 
don 't  you  know  there's  nothing  in  all  this,  dear,  for  you? 

RITA: — Oh,  yes  I  I  'hvc  often  say,  "Seely  voman  do 
not  see  'ijii  vhen  'c  come  today.  .Tost  tell  de  gentleman 
down-stair- r-r  you  vant  to  sleep  an'  iio-bod-ee  shall  vake 
YOU  up ! " 

VAN  TUYL:- Well,  why  didn't  you? 

RITA : — I  say  no-bod-ee — like  dat !  No-bod-ee  in  de 
vor-r-rld — ( shame faadly) — Excep'  jost  Meestaire  Tom! 
(With  a  sigh) — O  Dio,  come  e  dura  la  vita! 

VAN  TUYL :— So  that's  the  way  it  went ! 

RITA: — (Glancing  up  at  him) — I  t'i^k  you  smile  a 
leetle — yes  ? 

VAN  TUYL:— No,  I'm  not  smiling,  dear.     (Pause.) 

RITA: — (With  a  sigh) — Ah,  my  frien',  I  am  vone 
gr-r-reat  heeg  fool — 1 — who  'ave  believe  I  vas  so  vise! — 
(She  smiles  and  shakes  her  head.) 

VAN  TUYL: — Never  mind,  my  dear — it's  over  now. 
You're  leaving  us  tomorrow. 

RITA: — (Glancing  up) — You  t'ink  'e  vill  for-get  me 
— ^ye-es  ? 
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VAN  TIJYL:— I'm  Bure  you  hope  hv  will. 

RITA:— (Looking  off)— I  t'ink  I  vill  not  for-get  'im 
if  F  do^it  take  a  long,  long  time! 

V.  X  TUYL:— l...h!  Nonwnw!  (rutting  his  hands 
over  her  eyes) — Now  think  of  all  that's  waiting  for  you 
over  there!  Rome  and  the  Spring  in  Florence — and  Como 
with  the  snow  still  in  the  MiountaiiiH— and  I'aris  too  —  ! 
Rome — !  Just  say  it  to  yourself — !  Why.  you'll  see  the 
first  acacias  on  the  Boulevard  St.  (lermain — you'll  smell 
the  lilacs  when  you're  driving  in  the  Hois — !  And  Gounod 
will  he  there — and  your  dear  old  friend  Rossini — !  Think 
of  the  dinners  at  the  Maison  Dorc — and  the  violets  in  the 
forest  of  (^ompiegne — !  Think  of  the  suppers  Cora  Pearl 
will  give!  Why,  don't  you  know  what  fun  you're  going  to 
have  ? 

RITA  : — Oh,  dere  on-lee  vonc  t  'iiig  1  know ! 

VAN  TFYL:— What's  tl..... 

RITA: — (I'nssionatthf) — I  io-ve  'im — 

VAN  TL'YL: — You're  going  to  make  him  suffer  a 
great  deal. 

HITA: — (('npinning  a  hmirh  of  white  violets  from 
htr  wrap) — Whe?i  'e  ask  for  r  me — jost  give  'im  dese — j<n' 
say  it  is — adieu — (She  kisses  the  violets.) 

(Just  here  the  door  opt  ns  and  Tom  hursts  in,  full  of 
splendid  spirits  and  utterbj  boyish  and  happy.  He  wears 
overcoat  and  gloves.) 

TOM: — (Entering) — Well,  did  you  tlrnk  1  never  was 
— (Seeing  Van  Tuyl) — Oh,  is  it  you,  sir?  How  do  you  do? 
(Shaking  hands) — I'm  glad  Madame  Cavallini  hasn't  been 
waiting  here  alone. 

TOM  -.—(Pulling  off  h  is  gloves.)— ^Whe^v— !  It 's  cold 
outside!  I'm  nearly  frozen  pid  I  ran  liome,  too!  (Rub- 
bing his  hands) — I'll  just  put  some  coal  on  the  fire  and 
then  we'll  all  sit  down  and — 

VAN  TUYL :— I  think  Tom,  :Mme.  Cavallini  was  just 
going  when  y^n  came  in. 

TOM :—  i    toppinn) — Going — .' 

RITA: — (Recollecting  herself) — Ye-es,  I  mus'  sleep  a 
leetle  befor-re  to-night — my  las'  per-for-r-rmance — I  so 
much  vant  to  give  my  bes' — 

(She  has  moved  toward  the  door.) 

TOM: — (Running  up  and  taking  her  hand.) — Oh  come, 
now,  you're  not  going! 

RITA: — (Faltering) — Please,  Meestaire,  Tom,  de  per- 
rfor-rmance — 
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i)i(;  arint'liHir  in  front  of  niv 


all  (lot  iM  vliHt  I 
an'  r-r-rcHt  vono 


TOM  ■.—(nrniiiny  In r  avrr  to  /?,•,>— Oli.  that'*  all 
right — it'H  Mifinnn  and  you  know  it  hackwanlH ! 

R\TA.~(  II,  Iphsxlif  to  Van  7'Mf//>— You  net'—! 
(Hogrr  rntirs  at  hack.) 

R()(JKR: — (At  tlnor) — MiHN  Ariimtrong'H  coniplinxMitM, 
Mr.  Van  Tuyl,  and  tea  in  wrved  in  the  Hitting  room  uoHtaint. 

TOM  :—fC;MiVA/i/>— Don't  say  we're  hen- !  We'll  come 
up  later—!    (Van  Tinfl  looks  at  liita.) 

RITA: — ( IHradiiujhi ) — In  joat  vone  leetlc  vhile! 

VAN  'TVYh.—(With  a  shrup,  tiinin  and  (/ofn  out. 
hogrr  rlo.st.H  tlir  door  aftrr  him.) 

TOM: — (With  a  sujli  of  phasinr  a.H  Hit  door  iloses)— 
There!  Now  isn't  thin  fine?  I  tell  you,  it'H  like  a  dream 
come  true ! 

RITA  :  -Vhat  dr-r-eam.- 

TOM  : — You — here  in  my 
fire — in  my  study ! 

RITA :—(  Wi.sffiill,,)—A  dr-r-ream- 
am !  A  leetle  dr-r-ream  <lat  lose  'er  vay 
meeiiute  in  your  Hleeping  *ear-r-rt — 

TOM: — One  minute — ?    Always! 

RITA: — (Stnilinff) — Ah  no.  my  frien' — tojuorrow  you 
vake  up — an'  pouf !  dat  leetle  dr-r-ream — kIh'  is  all  f?one! 

TOM:— Please  don't— 

RITA  : — (Softlif) — You  *ave  lieeii  'app-ee  den — dew- 
las'  veeks — ye-es? 

TOM: — (Lifting  /*/.x  i n< s  to  Ims) — You  know. 

RITA: — (Vrrg  .tofili/) — T  'ave  l»een  'app-ee — too! 

TOM: — (Imituhivchi) — Don't  ^n  tomorrow — 

RITA:— Vhat  you  sav.' 

TOM:— Stay  on  till  spriu}?! 

RITA: — But  'ave  I  not  fell  you  I  nuis'  sing  in  R-r-ome 
nex'  mont' — ?  An'  I  aro  to  Venice  for-r  <le  new  opera 
Verdi  'ave  corn-pose — 

TOM: — Don't  go — oh.  please  don't  go — 

RITA  : — An'  deu  T  mus'  see  Mapleson  in  London — an' 
de  R-r-russian  con-ct-rt  tour  hegin  in  May — 

TOM: — I  don't  care — T  just  can't  say  good-bye — 

RITA: — (Illumined) — Den  come  wid  me! 

TOM :— r.<?«rprj.s7  f/ j— Wlial—  ? 

RITA : — Go  qveeck  an '  buv  de  teecket — 

TOM:— Ticket— ? 

RITA: — (EntltK.siantically) — Ye-es  — befor-re  dey  are 
all  gone!  an  an'  tomor-r-row  ve  stan'  on  de  boat — yo\i  an' 
me  an'  Adelina — an'  ve  vave  de  'an-kerchief  an 't 'row  do 
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kfvu  Hri  laugh!  Oh!  my  Ijor-r-nJ.  'ow  ve  IwiiKh  at  all  de 
Mtup-fM'«i  p«>opl(>N  VI'  h'Hve  U'hin*!  Ih-in  ?  Vhat  you  t'ink 
ofdatT 

TOM  : — I  think  it'tt  woiuliTtuI — but  I've  K"t  a  met'tiiiR 
of  the  lioari]  of  ('hariti«'H  tomorrow  at  »'h'V<'ii — and  Patrick 
('rowlfy'H  funcrul  at  twelvi- — and  att«'r  dinner  I  offer  my 
annual  report  to  tlu'  Ventry  <'ommittee — and  in  the  evening 
my  KniKhts  of  the  Round  Table  lH»y8  — 

RITA: — (Inhrruplititf) — I  'ave  for-rget  you  are  a 
elerg-er-man ! 

And  I  forgot  you  were  a  K«>lde!i  Nightingale!  (I'ausr.) 

RITA: — (\otlilinff  to  larself) — I  t'ink  it  iH  a  var'y 
good  t'ing  1  go  avay  tomorro-r-row ! 

TOM:— fiWH(/»  downvnsi) — Mut  you're  eoming  baek 
next  year? 

RITA:— nVi7/(  ifrstun)—M\,  vby  talk  almut  nex' 
year — it  '\h  8o  far  away  ! 

TOM  : — In  my  protVswion.  one  Iuih  to  think  a  great  deal 
about  things  that  are  far  away. 

RITA: — Den  you  are  var-y  fool-ish — (Ah  he  starts  to 
l>rotist) — Yes.  you  are!  Leesten — F  am  ol'  an'  I  know  de 
vor-r-rhl — so  vhat  I  tell  you  now  you  mus"  r-r-rembair  al- 
vav8 — 

TOM :— Well  ' 

RITA: — (^M'j.s//h//i/V —Yesterday  p — iy  is  a  dr-r-ream 
ve  'ave  for-r-ge^.  Tomorrow — .jjjst  de  'ope  of  some  gr-r-reat 
'appiiutn — some  joy  dat  nevair  eome!  Itefore— behin' — 
all  eloudB  an'  star-r-rs  an'  sliad-ow — mxlings — nodii»gs  dat 
is  r-r-real — onlee  de  leetle  meenute  dat  ve  call  todav ! 

TOM:— rifj/^Wi/;— Today's  so  short! 

RITA: — (With  a  smitr ) — Ah.  you  are  young,  my 
frien'!  De  time  vill  come  vhen  you  are  gl-ad  to  'ave  dat 
leetle  meenute — so  gla-ad  you  vould  not  t'ink  to  ask  for-r 
mor-r-re ! 

TOM: — (Pasnionutilfj) — Madame  Cavallini — Margher- 
ita— I— 

RITA: — (Shrinking  from  him  in  suihhn  nirvousnesx; 
— No — no — (Jnst  hrrr  o  hand-organ  strihi .'t  up  oiitni(te  the 
window — left — plaifing  "U  Bacio.") 

TOM: — (Startled  and  furious) — Drat  that  hurdy- 
gurdy  ! 

^\lA\—(Slylii)-~l  t'ink  it  come  jost  in  time!  (Tom 
goes  ovfr  to  the  windenv  where  he  loetkx  out.  Meanwhile 
Rita  is  dancing  lightly  and  gaily  about  the  room,  whistling 
and  snapping  her  fingers  in  time  irith  the  waltz). 
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TOM: — (Opening  the  window  and  calling  outside) — 
Hi!  (Pause.  The  waltz  continues) — Hi! — ^you  there!  Stop 
that  racket !  Stop  it  this  minute !  (The  waltz  breaks  off  in 
the  middle  of  a  phrase) — We  don't  allow  any  Italian 
mountebanks  in  the  neighborhood  of  this  church  and  if  you 
don't — (Suddenly  spluttering  with  rage) — Take  that 
monkey  off  my  gate! 

RITA: — Monk-ee? — (She  runs  up  to  the  mndow  and 
calls  gaily  outside) — Bon  giorno,  amicol  (Tom  stands  pet- 
rified, staring  at  her) — Che  tesaro  di  una  scimetta  avetel 
Come  si  chiamof  (Slight  pause) — He  in?  Tomasso— t 
(To  Tom) — You  an'  de  monk-ee  'ave  de  same  name! — 
(Calling  outside) — Quanti  anni  baf  (Slight  pause.  Then 
to  Tom) — 'E  is  two  year  'ol.  (Calling) — Ha  delle  pulcif 
(Slight  pause) — Davverof  (To  Tom) — 'E  use  to  'ave  de 
flea,  but  now  'e  eat  dem  all. 

TOM  -.—(Much  annoyed)— Really,  I— 

RITA: — (Suddenly  struck  with  an  idea  and  calling 
outside  with  mysterious  importance) — Aspettate  un  momen- 
to — voglio  forti  veder  qualch'  cosca!  (She  runs  across  the 
room,  picks  up  her  own  monkey  and  returns  to  the  window) 
— I  make  ac-quainted  Tommasso  vid  Adelina ! 

TOM: — (Trying  to  stop  her) — Please,  madame — re- 
member my  parishioners — 

RITA : — (Holding  up  Adelina  at  the  window  and  call- 
ing outside) — Ecco — .'  Tommasso,  questa  e  Adelitia — siete 
compatrioti!  (To  Adelina) — Sii  carina  e  saluta  Tommasso 
— colla  tua  manina — (Waving  a  hand  for  her) — Brava — 
cost! 

TOM: — (Angrily) — Tell  him  to  go  away,  do  you  hear? 
Tell  him  to  away  immediately ! 

RITA : — To  Tom) — All  r-r-right — give  me  de  money — 

TOM: — (Meekly  taking  out  his  purse) — Will  ten  cents 
do? 

RITA: — Qveck — qveck,  befor-re  'e  go  avay! — (She 
snatches  the  purse  out  of  his  hand  and  throws  it  out  the 
window,  calling  as  she  does  so) — Buona  fine  e  buon'  prin- 
cipio,  amico!  (Waving  her  handkerchief) — Arrivrderci! 
(She  smiles  and  kisses  her  hand  at  him.) 

TOM: — (Coldly) — You  talk  to  that  man  as  if  you'd 
known  him  all  your  life ! 

RITA: — (Turning  away  from  the  window  with  a  little 
sigh  and  shrug) — Ah,  ve  hot'  make  de  music!  (Suddenly 
seeing  the  daguerrotype  on  the  desk) — ^Who  is  dat  young 
lady? 
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TOM:— That's  my  mother.— (Slight  pause.) 

RITA: — ^You  let  me  look  at  'er — ^ye-est 

TOM: — Of  course. — (She  takes  up  the  picture  very 
tenderly  and  studies  it.) 

RITA:— (Softly)— Oh,  she  is  bee-eau-ti-fitll 

TOM: — (Coming  up  and  looking  at  it  over  her  should- 
er)— That  was  taken  before  she  was  married.  _My  father 
always  had  it  on  his  dressing  table. 

RITA: — (Always  gazing  at  the  picture) — I  t'ink  you 
look  like  'er. 

TOM: — (Looking  at  it,  too) — She  died  when  I  was 
fifteen.  It  was  my  first  winter  at  boarding  school.  She'd 
come  up  to  see  me  only  two  weeks  before  and  brought  me 
this — (Picking  up  a  small,  worn  book  from  desk) — my  little 
Testament.  I'd  expected  a  fruit-cake — ^you  can  imagine 
how  I  felt!  But  now — (He  hrushes  it  lovingly) — there's 
nothing  else  I  value  quite  so  much ! 

RITA:— (Whispering)— ^he  look— like  she  'old  somet' 
ing  in  'er  'ear-r-rt — somet 'ing  dat  make  'er  'app-ee — an' 
dat  no  vone  know — (Slight  pause) — Per'aps — per'aps  it  is 
de  t 'ought  vone  day  she  'ave  a  son — like  you — (Tom  has 
crossed  the  room  and  is  unlocking  a  drawer  in  the  corner 
cabinet — right,  back.) 

RITA : — (Under  her  breath,  to  the  picture) — For-rgive 
— (She  kisses  it,  then  puts  it  back  carefully  on  desk.) 

TOM: — (Returning  ivith  a  little  box) — There's  some- 
thing here  I've  been  meaning  to  show  you — (He  is  opening 
the  box  and  is  fumbling  about  in  it) — I  keep  it  in  this  box 
with  mother's  little  souvenirs — (He  has  taken  out  a  tiny, 
shabby  little  shoe  and  put  it  on  the  desk  to  get  il  out  of  the 
way.) — ^Where  on  earth — (Suddenly) — Oh,  yes!  Now — 
(He  takes  out  a  small  package  done  up  carefully  in  tissue 
paper.) 

RITA: — {undoing  package  and  taking  out  tiny  shoe)  — 
Oh! — {Reading  from  card  .<ihe  finds  inside) — "First  shoe 
worn  by  my  son,  Thomas  Armstrong — .Tune  seex — eighteen 
'undred  an'  t'irty-eight." 

TOM:— (Olancing  at  t7>— That?  Oh,  that's  ray  first 
shoe.    Let's  see — I  must  have  been  three  months  old! 

RITA: — (Half  laughing,  half  crying) — An'  she  'ave 
keep  it  rait  'soeh  care — (She  cannot  go  on.) — 

TOM: — (Half  apologetic) — She  did  that  because  she 
was  very  sentimental. 

RITA : — (Bursting  out) — She  did  it  because  she  lo-ove 
you — such  a  much! 

TOM: — Here's  what  I  really  wanted  to  show  you 
though.  (He  is  unwrapping  the  little  package  he  has  been 
holding  in  his  hand.)    Now !    Look  at  those ! 
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RITA : — (Looking) — A  necklace — ear-rings — 

TOM: — They  were  father's  wedding  present!  (He 
holds  up  the  necklace — it  is  made  of  seed  pearls  and  hQs  a 
locket)— There !  isn't  that  pretty  ? 

RITA: — (Admiringly)— Oh,  mos'  bee-auti-f ul ! 

TOM: — There's  one  of  ray  baby  pictures  in  the  locket. 
(Trying  to  open  it) — I  wonder  how — oh,  yes,  I  remember — 
you  press  the  back  and  then  it  op^-ns — there !  (He  gives  her 
the  locket.  She  takes  it  eagerly,  looks  at  it,  glances  at  him, 
then  breaks  out  into  irrepressible  laughter) — ^What's  the 
matter  ? 

RITA: — (Trying  to  control  herself) — Yon  are  so — so 
fat! 

TOM  '.—(Frowning)— Fat— ? 

RITA : — You  'ave  such  beeg  cheek — just  like  dis — (She 
puffs  up  her  own  cheeks,  loses  her  breath  and  starts  laugh- 
ing again.) 

TOM : — (Severely) — I  believe  I  was  considered  a  very 
beautiful  baby ! 

RITA: — You  are  de  mos'  funn-ee  baby  I  ever  see  in 
all  my  life ! 

"TOM: — (Defending  himself  hotly) — ^Well,  ray  nurse 
didn  't  think  so !  She  kissed  me  once  till  she  raised  a  blister 
— there!  (He  puts  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  turns 
proudly  away.) 

RITA:— (Startled)— Yhsitl  Oh,  my  Lor-r-rd!  (She 
goes  off  again.) 

TOM: — (Interrupting,  in  rage) — Oh,  very  well.  I'm 
sorry  I  showed  it  to  you !    I  might  have  known  that — 

RITA: — (Interrupting) — Ah,  don't  be  ang-ree! 

TOM: — (Xot  turning) —  I'm  not  angry! 

RITA: — So?  Den  von'  you  tur-m  your  'ead — please? 
(Slight  pause) — I  go  avay  tomorr-r-row  I  (Slight  pause) — 
Mebbe  I  navair-r  come  back !  (Long  pause — then  dreamily) 
— I  t'ink  you  are  de  mos'  bee-auti-f  ul  bab-ee  in  de  whole 
vor-r-rld ! 

TOM:— (Loftily)— No,  you  don't  either. 

RITA:— (Eagerty)—Si— si!  It  is  tr-r-nxe!  (Softly 
to  the  picture) — So  good-bye,  leetle  fat  boy — good-bye — 
good-bye!    (She  kis,^es  if  twice.) 

TOM: — (Turning  and  seeing  her) — Thank  you. 

RITA  : — (Shutting  the  locket) — I)at  vas  for-r  'im — my 
frien' — not  vou!  (She  holds  out  the  necklace  for  him  to 
take.) 

TOM: — ^Embarrassed) — Er — don't  you  want  to  keep 
him  then  f 
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RITA:— Keep  'iin— ? 

TOM: — Yes,  and  the  necklace,  too.  I  wish — I  mean  1 
hope  you  will.. 

RITA : — But  it  is  your  mother's — 

'iOU:— (Eagerly)— I  know— that's  why! 

RITA :— But  she  vould  not  like  it— 

TOM : — (A  little  pompously) — Of  course  I  realize  how 
you  feel  about  accepting  presents  of  jewelry  from  men, 
but  I  think  in  this  case — it's — er — quite  all  right!— f Her 
hand  has  gone  instinctively  to  her  string  of  pearls.) — What 
are  you  doing  ? 

RITA: — (Unclasping  her  own  pearls) — I  make  for-r 
it  de  place !    (She  drops  her  string  of  pearls  on  the  desk.) 

TOM : — (Heartily) — Aha !  I  knew  you  would !  (Giv- 
ing her  the  rest  oj  the  package) — Here!  take  the  ear-rings, 
too! 

RITA: — (With  tender  enthusiasm) — Dio  mio!  dey  are 
so  lo-ovelee ! 

TOM: — Can  you  see  to  put  them  oi. .  (By  this  time 
the  room  is  filled  with  twilight  shadows.  The  firelight  is 
warm  and  mellow.) 

RITA: — (At  mirror — right) — Oh,  ye-es,  I  can  see! — 
(She  takes  off  her  own  ear-rings,  lays  them  on  the  mantle- 
piece  and  begins  putting  on  his  ear-rings  and  nrcklnce.  He 
watches  her.) 

TOM : — You  know  how  it  clasps  ? 

RITA : — (Busy  with  necklace) — Y-es,  it  is  all  r-r-right 
(Finishing  it,  and  turning  gaily  to  him) — Ecco!  Are  dey 
not  be-com-ing?  (He  does  not  answer) — Vhy  you  look  at 
melikedat?    Vh  at  you  t 'ink  of — hein? 

TOM: — (Simply) — I  was  just  thinking  how  mother 
would  have  loved  you. 

RITA:— Ye-es? 

TOM: — She  loved  anything  that  was  beautiful  and 
sweet  and  good.  And  then  your  music  that  would  have 
interested  her  so  much !    She  was  musical,  too,  you  know ! 

RITA:— Is  dat  so? 

TOM: — (Continuing) — Yes,  that's  why  I  kept  her 
piano  when  the  Worth  Street  house  was  sold.  I  put  it  over 
there — so  when  I  'm  writing  sermons  and  get  all  raixed-up, 
I  can  just  look  at  it  and  imagine  I  'm  eight  years  old  again 
and  hear  hir  dear  voice  singing  ' '  Annie  Laurie. ' ' 

RITA  -.—(Softly)—' '  An-nie  Laur-ee  ? ' ' 

TOM: — That  was  her  favorite  song.  (Hesitating) — I 
wish — I  wish  you  'd  sing  it  once — before  you  go. 
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RITA : — I  tell  you  vhat — /  play  an'  you  will  sing! 

TOM: — (Embarrassed) — But  I  can't — I  haven't  any 
voice — 

RITA: — Come — vhere  is  it — in  dis  boo-ookf  (She 
takes  «p  one  of  the  hound  volumes  of  music  lying  on  the 
piano.) 

TOM: — No —  the  big  one  underneath — page  27 — but 
really — it's  foolish — the  idea  of  my  trying  to — 

mT A:— (Finding  it)— Ah\  Now  light  de  candle, 
please.    (She  puts  the  volume  on  the  rack.) 

TOM: — (Lighting  a  long  paper  "spill"  from  fire  and 
from  it  lighting  the  candles  on  either  side  of  the  key-hoard) 
— It  goes  up  to  E — that's  pretty  high,  you  know.  Of  course 
I  wouldn't  mind  if  you  weren-t  a  professional — (Taking  up 
his  position  hy  her  side) — Give  me  the  note  when  you  come 
to  it. 

RITA: — (Playing  the  little  prelude) — Is  dat  too  fas'? 

TOM:— A  little  bit— that's  better!  (She  strikes  the 
note  and  pauses,  glancing  up  at  him.  He  hesitates) — Just 
wait  till  I  clear  my  throat — (Ue  coughs) — It's  so  long  since 
I've  sung!  Now  I'm  ready-^go  ahead!  (He  sings,  she 
"conducting"  him  with  her  head  and  one  hand  whenever 
possible.) 

"Maxwelton  braes  are  bonnie 
Where  early  fa 'as  the  dew, 

And  it's  there—" 

(Just  here  Roger  opens  the  door  at  hack.) 

ROGER : — I  beg  pardon,  sir.    The  Deaconesses. 
TOM :— Get  rid  of  'em ! 

ROGER:— What,  sir? 

TOM : — (Impatiently) — I  said  get  rid  of  'em !    (Roger 
hows  and  goes  out  closing  the  door.    Tom  resumes  the  song) 
And  it's  there  tiidt  Annie  Laurie 

Gie'd  me  her  answer  true." 

(Clearing  his  throat  and  speaking) —  Here's  where  it 
goes  up.  — (Resuming) — 

"Gie'd  me  her  promise  true 
Which  ne'er  forgot  will  be 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie, 
I'd  lay  me  down  and  dee." 

RITA : — (Softly,  not  looking  up  at  him) — It  is  a  song 
of  lo-ove! 

TOM : — Yes.  But  I  never  knew  it  until  now !  Do  you 
know  why  ? 

RITA:— No— t^Ume! 
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TOM: — Because  I  never  knew — what  love  was — until 
now. 

RITA:— (Sadly)— An'  vhat  is  lo-ove— to  yoni— (She 
plays  a  little,  idly,  as  she  watches  him.) 

TOM: — (Leaning  on  the  piano) — It's  finding  the  wo- 
man you  want  to  live  with  all  your  life — the  woman  who'll 
show  you  the  right  way  and  follow  it  with  you — side  by  side 
— shoulder  to  shoulder — making  all  the  good  things  seem 
a  little  better — and  all  the  hard  things — well,  not  quite  so 
hardf  It's  knowing  she'll  be  with  you  at  your  journey's 
end — when  you're  old — and  she's  old — and  you  can  smile 
and  look  into  each  other's  eyes  and  say:  "We've  done  our 
work  together,  dear — and  I  think  we've  done  it  well," 

RITA : — (After  a  little  pause,  her  eyes  full  of  tears) — 
Oh,  my  frien',  dat  lo-ove — it  is  for-r  some,  ye-es — but  it  is 
not  for-r  me. 

TOM:— I  don't  understand— 

RITA: — (Wistfully  and  tenderly) — For-r  me,  love  is 
jost  a  leetle  light  in  all  dis  dar-rk-ness — a  leetle  varmt'  in 
all  dis  col' —  a  leetle  flame  dat  bur-r-m — not  long  an'  den 
go  out.  A  star  dat  come — an'  is  so  bee-eau-tiful  it  breeng 
beeg  tears  an'  vhen  ve  dry  de  eyes  an'  look  again — de  star 
is  gone.  I  t'ink  it  is  to  be  a  leetle  'appier  togeder  den  ve  are 
par-r-rt — vone  meenute  and  to  lie  steel  in  de  beloved's  ar- 
r-rm — vone  leetle  meenute  to  forget,  my  frien'  an'  dat  is 
all! 

TOM: — (Brokenly.) — My  dear!  (He  comes  swiftly  to 
her  and  puts  his  hands  on  her  shoulders.) — (He  draws  her 
to  him  and  holds  her  tightly  in  his  arms.) 

RITA:— Oh,  vhat  you  do? 

TOM: — (Pressing  her  to  him) — I  love  vou! 

RITA:— Don'— 

TOM: — (Interrupting) — And  you  love  me.  Now  say 
it— 

RITA :— I'PihoMs/t/;— No— 

TOM:— (Through  his  teeth)— Yon  must— 

RITA: — (Throwing  her  arms  about  his  neck  in  deep 
abandon) — All  r-r-right — /  lo-ve  you — .'  Now  ve  are  alone 
— ^you  'ear — an'  dere  is  nodings  in  de  vor-rld  but  you  an' 
me — Dis  is  our  time — our  leetle  meenute  dat  vill  nevair 
come  again — so  shut  your  eyes — an'  'old  me  close — an' 
lo-ove — 

TOM:— But,  dear,  I— 

RITA: — (Putting  her  mouth  to  his) — Ssh!  (A  long 
kiss.   Pause.    They  stand  motionless,  locked  in  each  other's 
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arms.  And  just  here  from  the  parish  house  next  door 
comes  the  sound  of  an  organ  and  men's  voices  singing 
"Ein  Feste  Burg' — all  very  faint  and  far  away.) 

RITA:— Mf  last.)—W\\B.\  is  dat? 

TOM: — It's  just  the  choir — they're  practicing  for  to- 
night— I  love  you. 

RITA  -.—(Closing  her  eyes)—\-6)\ ! 

TOM: — When  will  you  marry  met  (She  slowly  dis- 
engages herself  from  him  and  turns  away.) 

RITA: — (Almost  to  herself) — I  'ave  not  t'ink  de  en' 
vould  be  so  soon ! 

TOM: — (Eagerly) — When — please  tell  me  when? 

RITA : — Ask  me  anodder  time — no,  nevair  ask  me — it 
is  jost  not  possible — 

TOM: — But  what's  the  matter?    I  don't  understand! 

RITA : — (Defending  herself) — Vhy  you  in  such  a  'urr- 
ee?    Youmus'vait! 

TOM: — (Coming  nearer  her) — I'd  wait  forever — if 
there's  any  hope. 

RITA: — (Retreating) — Please  don'  come  near — 

TOM :— There  is  hope— isn't  there? 

RITA : — No — no — I  'ave  mak  e  vone  beeg  meestake ! 

TOM:— What— ? 

RITA: — I  t'ink  I  'ave  been  mad  for  jost  vone  leetle 
vhile,  but  now — I  cannot  rnarr-ee  you.  Good  bye.  (She 
goes  towards  door.    He  stops  her.) 

TOM:— Why  not? 

RITA :— Oh,  let  me  go ! 

TOM : — Not  till  you  've  told  me  why. 

RITA: — Can  you  not  no'erstan'  vhat  is  so  plain  an' 
clear?  Your  frien's — dey  know — de  night  I  meet  you  you 
'ave  see  de  young  men  look  at  me — 

TOM: — Rita — .'  (He  stands  paralized  with  sudden 
suspicion.) 

RITA: — Dey  know  vhy  I  can  navair  raarr-ee  you — de 
whole  vor-rld  knows — (Her  voice  softening) — an'  now  I 
t'ink  if  you  don'  min' — I  go  avay. 

TOM: — (Very  tenderly) — No,  my  dear — not  yet.  (He 
leads  her  to  settee  by  fire) — I  think — I  think  you  have  some- 
thing to  tell  me. 

RITA  : — I  cannot — no — please  do  not  ask — 
TOM: — (Always  tender) — I'm  not  going  to  ask — I'm 
just  going  to  sit  here  and  hold  your  hand  and  listen.    (He 
takes  her  hand) — That's  what  I'm  here  for,  you  know — 


ROMANCE. 


53 


just  to  help  people  when  they're  in  trouble  and  need  a 
friend. 

RITA : — You  are  so  goo-ood ! 

TOM: — No,  I'm  not,  but  you'll  find  I'm  very  sympa- 
thetic. Why,  I  remember  one  day  last  week — Tuesday,  it 
was,  that  a  little  tenement  girl  named  McDougal,  came  in  to 
see  me.  We  sat  here  just  as  we  are  sitting  now  and  after  a 
while  she  told  me  all  about  it.  She  was  going  to  be  married 
the  next  day  to  a  young  carpenter  over  on  8th  Street — but 
there  was  something  she  hadn't  told  him — poor  child !  She 
didn't  dare.  She'd  been — treated  badly  by  some  brute  of 
man  when  she  was  only  sixteen  years  old.  Of  course  he'd 
left  her — and  she  tried  to  put  together  the  pieces  of  her  life 
and  go  on  with  her  work — and  then  she  met  the  carpenter 
and  fell  in  love  and  was  going  to  marry  him —  and  at  the 
last  moment  her  conscience  Iwgan  troubling  her — so  she 
came  to  me. 

RITA:— An'— yhat  did  you  tell  'er? 

TOM : — Oh,  I  didn't  say  much !  I  just  suggested  things 
liere  and  there — and  in  the  end — God  bless  her !  She  made 
up  her  mind  to  do  the  right  thing. 

RITA:— M    r-r-right— ? 

TOM : — She  went  home  and  told  him  all  about  it. 

RITA:— An' den—? 

TOM : — (Cheerfully) — He  w^as  a  decent  sort  of  fellow 
and  he  loved  her — so  of  course  he  understood — and — well, 
I  married  them  Wednesday  morning  and  now  they're  two 
of  the  happiest  people  in  New  York ! 

RITA: — An'  vould  you — feel  dat  vav,  too? 

TOM:— Me? 

RITA: — If  somevone  dat  you  lo-ove — (Quickly) — no, 
don't  look  at  me !  (Resuming) — if  somevone  dat  you  lo-ove 
iconic  an'  say  "I  am  not  goo-od —  I  must  tell  you  now  because 
ve  lo-ove  each  oder!  You  are  de  fir-r-rst  man  I  'ave  ever 
lo-ove — you  are  de  fir-r-rst  man  I  'ave  ever  tol'  !" 

TOM:— Well? 

RITA: — Could  you  f.  r-give  'er — Meestaire  Tom? 

TOM: — (Brokenly,  as  he  catches  her  in  his  arms) — 
You  poor  little  child ! 

RITA : — (Wailing) — No — no — you  do  not  on'erstan' — 
it  is  I  who  am  not  goo-ood — 

TOM : — (Soothing  her) — There,  darling,  there !  Don't 
cry — it's  all  right — you've  been  fair  and  brave  and  honest 
— you've  told  me  and  T  forgive  you  from  the  Imttom  of  my 
heart ! 
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lUM:— Why  not?    It  was  a  long  time  airo  wiwn't  itT 
Tnl^  =— Yes— oh,  yes— 

going  to  be  a  good  woman!    I'-n^nff  to  t^J?tK       J  "J 
my  life  into  a  splendid,  beautiful  S 1'^*;™  't  rt^un 

mm"?  ^  ?'*^  **'**  you  can  be  now ! 

?OM^:-I^;^hS,tVrT^  ^^"  ^^"  '°^-^^''  -^ 
Tnl^'~/w-f."^  '*  'appen-80  long  ago? 
believe  th«r-n-  *  "^'''•"^V^  '»*  profession)-!  naturally 

RITA      /^?T;  ^  ''"?*"»?  "lan  or  woman.    (Pause.) 
/oj.  "V^=— f^^«%,  releasing  herself )~l  see— I  «pif 
r«Ac  m^s  o«d  wo/As  awoy  ;  1  see— 1  see!- 

JITA :— No.    Tell  me. 
»««„,     ^'~''^"**^*"^>'— ^"  "«ht  upstairs,  of  course  and 
TTyrCom^";;^^^'"^"*  *«  Aunt^Emm;  andX' ^^ 

?OM'^:-mat-T''"'''^^~''"-"^^ 
Tol^  '"u''}^  ^  l,eetle-yait  until  tomorr-row- 
ii-r^^^*  ^°"  ''^  '^'^•^S  tomorrow! 
TrAr  =— Ye-es— dat  is  vhy— 
T  Ml  J  •    •~C^.'»»^»«fl'/'— Nonsense !    If  you  don 't  look  n„t 

i*.  «T/^"  ^'^^"'^  r^'^  ^'^'^"'«<^  «f  "»«!    Come  abng-^ 
rfl^e  pM<«  fits  arm  about  her  waist  )  ^' 

I  am  noI1^l~;S'^"'^  6«oA;-No,  I  say,-it  is  too  soon- 
I  am  not  r-r-ready — ve  mus   vait 

TOM:— Wait?    What  for? 
dem!^^'^'^'"^'^*'^'""^^"  ^'^  ^^  "«*  ^'^^  it  vhen  ve  tell 
She-^^^^'~^'''^  '^*'"'*  ^^'^  '^*^^''  '^^"t  Aunt  Emma! 
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RITA:— (Interrupting) — Ah,  no!  I  do  not  bodder 
about  'er!    hut— (She  stops  ) 

TOM:— It  surely  isn't  Mr.  Van  Tuyl  that's  worrying 
youT  Why,  he's  my  old  st  friend— and  father's  and  moth- 
er's too.  He's  just  like  one  of  the  family!  Of  course  we 
must  tell  him  right  oflf  I 

RITA:— Vhy  don'  you  let  me  tell  'imT 

TOM:— What? 

Rn  A: — To-night — vhen  I  can  see  'im  all  alone! — 
(Eagerly) — Oh,  please — please  let  me  tell  im'! 

TOM :— But  why  T    What 's  the  matter  f 

RITA : — If  ve  tell  'im  noWj  'e  vill  be  so  angr-ee ! 

TOM : — Nonsense !    And  even  if  he  is,  we  don 't  care ! 

RITA: — 'E  vill  say  t'ings  about  me — oh  yes,  'e  vill ! 

TOM: — But  he  doesn't  knoiv  anything  about  you. — 
(She  doesn't  answer.  He  repeats  in  a  different  tone) — 
Rita,  he  doesn't  know  anything  al)out  you,  does  he? 

RITA: — No — I  mean — not  ver'  much — 
-    TOM:— What— T 

RITA : — Jest  a  leetle — I  tell  'im  a  leetle  vone  night  in 
Paris — 

TOM: — You  don't  mean — what  you've  told  me.* — 

RITA : — Yes,  an'  so  if  ve  go  upstairs  now  an' — 

TOM: — (Interrupting) — But  you  said  just  a  minute 
ago  that  I  was  the  only  man  you'd  ever  told — because  I  was 
the  only  man  you  'd  ever  loved ! 

RITA : — (Frightened) — I  'ave  forget — oh,  it  vas  two — 
free  years  ago— 

TOM:— (Thinking )~But  wait!  He's  talked  to  me 
very  openly  about  you— why,  only  last  Saturday  when  I 
went  to  see  him  about  the  new  gymnasium — 

RITA:— Vhat— T 

TOM: — He  used  possible  argument — except  that  one. 
Why,  he  never  said  so  much  as  a  word  against — 

RITA :— I  know.    I— I  ask  'im  not  to. 

TOM: — (More  and  more  surprised) — You — ?  But — 
but  he  wouldn't  take  your  side  where  I'm  involved — why, 
it 's  incredible ! 

RITA : — Oh,  ye-es,  'e  vould — you  do  not  know ! 

TOM:--But  why— ? 

RITA:— (Fighting  for  time)— Vhy— 1 

TOM: — Yes — there  must  be  a  reason. 

RITA : — Can  you  not  guess  ? 

TOM:— No.    Tell  me— 
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RITA :— It  iH  Iwet.  .»e— oh,  long  ago,  you  on'erBtan  — 
'e  vas  fooliBh  enough  to  like  nie — jost  a  leetle— 
TOM:— What— f  ,     ..     , 

RITA:— (Qui< kin)— ^t  was  not  my  fault— I  cannot 

'elp  it  vhen  peoples —  . 

TOU,— (Interrupting)— Vf hen  was  t\ml  ^    ^ 

RITA:— Oh,  two— free  year  ago!    I  did  my  bes    t 
Htop  'im— but  it  vas  not  easy— 1  tell  you  dat ! 

TOM:— (Interrupting)— Vid  he  want  you  to  marry 

him  t  .  ,  ,    .     ».T  -i 

niT A  .—(Trying  to  speak  lightly)— lio— no— \t  was 
nodings— nodings— at  all— 'e  jost  like  to  sen'  me  flowers 

an'  'ear  me  sing  an' —  .. ,  .  .      ^^     *• 

TOM:— (Interrupting)— How  long  did  .lis  attentions 

last? 

RITA  :— I— I  duniio.  ,    ,    .     , 

TOM:— (Going  towards  her)— \ on  mean  he  s  m  love 

with  you  s^t7i/  ,     ,     „    .     x  i  ^ 

RITA  :—(\Viih  abandon )— OK  don'  talk  about  dat  m^' 
more !    Jost  take  me  in  your  ar-rms  an'  keess  me  till— 

TOM:— (Interrupting)— And  you  knew  he  telt  that 
way—  you  knew  it  all  this  time? 

RITA:— Yes— I  knew— 

TOM  :— Then  why  didn't  you  tell  me? 

RITA  :— I  did  not  t'iiik  you  vould— like  it. 

TOM  — Like  it !    Why.  it  was  all  y  -ht !    He  can  t  help 


/thing  to  conceal — 
a't  anything  to  con- 


loving  you,  I  suppose.    There  isn 
(Stopping  suddenly)— Uita,  there 
eeaU 

RITA  • Vhat ? 

TOM:— Tell  me  there  isn't— tell  me — 

RITA:— (Retreating)— ^  don't  know  vhat  you  mean— 

TOM : — Quick — for  the  love  of  God ! 

RITA  .—Don'  look  at  me— 

TOM :— Not  Mr.  Van  Tuyl  1—Xot  he—? 

RITA :— (Terrified)— Vleeise— oh,  please— 

TOM:— (With  a  suelden  cry )— Oh— !  .    .        . 

RITA :— (Frantically)— \t  is  "ot  true !    I  say  it  is  not 

true! 

TOM  .—What—  ■: 

RITA :— Dere  'as  l>een  nodings— you  make  vone  terr- 

rible  meestake — 

TOM : — How  do  1  know  ? 

RITA:— (Striking  her  breast)— I  tell  you— /— 

TOM :— But  vou  kept  back  something  before — 
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RITA :— No— 

TOM : — How  do  1  know  you'n?  not  doing  it  again  T 

RITA :— No— I  am  not !    I  tell  you  I  am  not ! 

TOM:— (Pulling  himsrlf  tngetlu'r)—^\\—\w  .^uiet! 
They'll  hear  you  upHtaira.  (His  vnivr  shaking)— ^ow  we 
must  be  calm,  Irath  of  us,  <|uite  calm  and  sensible.  We  must 
settle  this  matter  here,  once  and  for  ail.  If  it's  true,  I— I 
beg  of  you — for  both  our  Hak«*n — as  you  will  answer  on  the 
Day  of  Judgment — I  lieg  you  to  tell  me  now !    (Pause.) 

RITA:— If  I  say  "Ych.  it  is  true!"  would  you— would 
you  again  forgive  me  ? 

TOM.— (With  a  rry)—X\\—\  then  it  w— it  is— 

RITA :— f' WiW/i/;— No— no— 

TOM: — You've  said  it — I  heard  vou  sav  it — 

RITA :— Dat  is  not  so  ! 

TOM:— Well,  didn't  you— f 

RITA  :— No— no— no !     (Pausr. ) 

TOM :— Will  you  swear  it  ? 

RITA :— Ye-es— I  vill  svear. 

TOM: — Put  your  hand  here — on  my  iiiother'K  testa- 
ment. 

RITA  :—(Ol)t  t/iiig  hitn  >— So  1 

TOM : — And  look  me  in  the  eve  and  sav  after  me — 

RITA:— Ye-es? 

TOM: — "I  swear  there  has  l)een  nothing  wrong  be- 
tween Mr.  Van  Tuyl  and  me." 

RITA  .—(Faintlij)— Oh  !    Madonna  ! 

TOM :— Swear  it— 

RITA  :—((}ptni„fj  hi  r  /  »/f  .s;— Vhat  ? 

TOM :— You  wont—  ? 

RITA: — I  svear  dere  'as  been — vhat  you  say?  noding 
wrong  l)etween  — (Shr  sways  a  littlr) — Meestere  Van  Tuyl 
an'  me. 

TOM: — (With  a  sub  of  relit f,  as  hi  vatvhes  her  in  his 
arms) — Oh,  m.v  darling — forgive  me — I've  been  a  brute  to 
doubt  you — I'm — (Sufldenlif) — What's  the  matter?  Rita 
— Rita — (Ht  r  hear!  has  fallen.  She  has  fainted.  He  carries 
htr  over  tt  the  settee,  lays  her  on  it,  runs  to  the  desk,  pours 
out  a  f}lnss  of  water,  returns  with  it,  kneels  by  her  side  and 
fries  in  make  her  drink.) — My  poor  little  girl — there — it's 
all  right — I  'm  never  going  to  Iwther  you  again — forgive  me 
— oh,  my  darling  just  forgive  me  this  o.  ^e — (She  is  gradu- 
ally reviving,  under  his  caresses  and  endearment — I  was  out 
of  my  head — I  didn't  know  what  I  was  saying — please — 
please — (She  sits  up  dizzily) — What's  the  matter?    Aren't 
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you  g  un  :  'O  speak  to  int— ?    (She  ri$e$  umteadily  to  her 
feeti—Htjf    (Hf  takes  her  hand.)  , 

'        T>.-        -(Interrupting)— I  vant  to  go  Hvay— you  don 
belit'     mo      you  clon' lo-ove  me —  .... 

:     M      Ye«,  I  do!    I  love  you  more  than  anything  in 
th-  .0     i-     love  vou  anil  I'm  going  to  marrv  you- 

li  i'i  ^  :     (With  po»M«» >—Vhy  you  make  me  »vear  aoae 
t*ir«s*        '     you  irake  me — 1 

Ponr  >'e  ire,  dear— please — 


.'11 


Ui 


TOM 

.UTA  : 


,.  wait !    (lie  Htops  her  'it  (h»or,  taking  both 

1  ^y_goo<l  bye!  (He  stares  into  her  face. 
Her  ,  i,es  dm,,)  Oh.  let  me  go  pleaae!  I  mus'  rr-'retufjn 
to  df  iiotel-it  i.s  HO  late-you  know  I  al-vays  «leep  ^lefore  I 
sine  an'— C.S'iaW'  "/7>— vhat  for  you  look  at  me  like  datT— 
(Tniing  to  pull  h,  rsrif  from  him)-hei  go,  I  f»y— let  go  I 
^  '^TOM--(Tryi„g  to  control  himself)-!  believed  you 
when  you  swore  just  now— I  want  it  understood  that  1  be- 
lieved you — 

pifji  j^ Veil  ? 

TOM:— So if  you  don't  mind— I  think— I  think- 

I  '11  ask  Mr.  Van  Tuyl  to  como  down  here— 

RITA  • Vhat ' 

TOM:— And  then  we'll  tell  him— we're  engaged. 

RITA:— C/m  sudden  fright)— Ah  no— no— <lon   do  dat 

TOM:— CWt//i  sudden  wildness,  pulling  (he  bell-rop< 
violently)— tiot  a  minute!    Not  a  sei'ond! 

RITA:— Plea.se— 

TOM :— I  wont ! 

RITA:— No — no — 

TOM:— Oh,    my    Qod—(Pausf—a    unoek)—    (tntcr 

Roger.)  ,,        .         .   , 

ROGER:— You  ring,  sir? 

Yes  Please  ask  Mr.  Van  Tuyl  to  step  down  here, 
please.    Tell  him  I'll  keep  hi.u  only  a  moment 

ROGER:— Very  good,  sir.    (Extt  Roger.) 

RITA:— r^s  the  door  r/o.-J^.f;- Ver'  veil  T  viU  not  stay- 

TOM:— fBc/ort  do-')— Yon\9.  got  to, 

RITA :— Remembair  my  perfor-r-rmance. 

TOU:— (Snapping  his  fingers)— I  don't  giv.-  that  for 
your  performance !  .      >     rw 

HITA:- 'E  come— I   'ear  'im— (/«  d>     eratwH)—0, 

let  me  go! 
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TOH:—(Aa  if  «/iMtA>— Rita— ilon't  t^-ll  me  vouVt- 
a/rcMcl — 

RITA : — Oh,  let  me  »ee  'im  Hr-r-nit — for  joh!  voiie 
leetle  meenute — it  vill  )h>  all  r-r-right — 

TOM: — (Hiti  suspiiwuK  rttiirning) — I  wont — 

RiTA  : — (Shruggiiuj  her  shouUhrs) — Ver'  veil.  1  don' 
care — I  'ave  doii«  my  Im-h  ' ! 

(She  nil.t  down  at  tin  piano  and  hiffins  playing  a  bril- 
liant Chopin  waltz.  Thr  door  opens  and  V'«»'  Tutil  appears; 

VAN  T\jYL:~(aeniaily  an  he  ent(r.s/—Ah—l  Still 
heret  We  thought  yo\i\l—(\otieing  Tom's  fare)~Vfhy, 
what 'a  the  matter,  Tom  ?  (Rita  slops,  and  sits  at  the  ptuint, 
looking  at  the  two  mf  n.) 

TOM: — (Trtfintf  Ut  speak  not  it  rail  y) — Nothing,  sir.  I 
H.4ked  you  to  come  down  InHiauw  -I  wanted  .vou  to  ?)e  the 
timt  to  know  of  iiiv  goo-    luck. 

VANTlIYLi-   (lo<Klhu'k? 

TOM:  -Yes.  Madume  Cavillini  Iiuh  l»een  gtHxl  enough 
fa  —(Briefly) — We're  engaged. 

VAN  Tl^YL: — (In  an  exprissionliss  roict )    Kngageif  ? 

TOM: — (Harshly)  — Yes — engaged— engaged  to  1  •• 
married — (Pause. ) 

VAN  TIIYL:— rro/»i/i/>— My  dear  hoy.   I  congratu 
late  vou. 

TOM  :— (Choking)— Wlmt  '. 

VAN  Tl'YL:— I  eongratuh  •<■  you.  Ma.lame  Cavillini 
stands  alowe,  as  I  have  always  said.  And  while  f  (^onfess  I 
am  -a  hit  surprise«l,  I  am  flattered—  Turning  t  her  with 
a  ho>r) — that  she  has  chosen  one  of  my  '  ricnds  ai 
men  for  this  great  honor. 

TOM: — "hen  it's  alrigiif  —?     Vou    ij^rovt 
your  consent .' 

VAN  TV\L:—(Turninfj  /-  hin 

TOM:— Yes— for  the  pan.-h.  I 
yourself  as  senior  warden  and  (    aii 

VAN   TITL:— Most    cert;   nl 


count rv- 


-you  give 


—Const  lit  ? 
mean — rei)resented  hy 


■an  <»f  the  vestry. 
111.    dear   l)ov, 


You 


know  you  can  always  (rount  •■  n  luc  to  wish  you  .-very  happi- 
ness 

TOM  -.—(Baffled)— Whs    yor.  tuik-as  if  you  liked  it— 
VAN  TT'YL: — (Sot  tinners  tinding)—\  don't  quite— 


TOM :— C//(/f  n-»/j/j«</)— AH 

liavi  changed  your  mind  since  S; 

VAN  TCYL :— Since  Sai    rd 

TOM:— Why,  don't  you    v- 

tears  in  your  eyes  to  keep  away  ii 


I  can 

ir  lav. 


say  18,  you  must 


t'lnher  warning  me  with 
ill  this — this  lady — 
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VAN  TUYL:— ^S'mt/tH^;— Ah,  that  was  Saturday! 

TOM:— (I ntirniptino)— And  now,  sir— I— I  want  to 
ask  you  here — before  us  l)oth — if  you  were  absolutely  frank 
on  Saturday — 

VAN  TUYL:— What's  that? 

TOM:— (His  voice  almost  breaking)— U  there  were 
any  argument  against  my — my  attachment  which  you  did 
not  see  fit  to  offer  at  the  time — 

TOM:— If  there  was  sir,  tell  it  now— tell  it  for  God's 
sake — or  else  forever  after  hold  your  peace !      (Pause) 

VAN  TUYL: — I  don't  see  why  you're  so  excited — but 
if  it  gives  you  any  satisfaction  to  know  I  said  all  I  could  on 
Saturday — 

TOM  .—(QitirkI If)— You  held  nothing  back  ? 

VAN  TUYL— Wliy  no — of  course  not!  What's  the 
matter,  Tom?  (Tom  turns  away  in  silent  agonij.  Rita 
makes  a  sudden  movement.  Van  Tuijt  suppresses  her  with 
a  glance.  A  moment's  pause.  Tom  faces  them,  again,  con- 
trolling himself  with  difficulty). 

TOM : — Sit  down,  sir,  please. 

VAN  TUYL  .-(Dmng  .so;— Well  f 

TOM:— (With  diffieultii)—\—\  want  to  apologize  be- 
forehand for  what  I'm  going  to  say.  [  know  I'm  acting 
outrageously — btit— I  can't  help  it!  (Mr.  Van  Tuyl  mnkes 
a  movement  towards  /»//«.>— No.  wait!  You're  my  best 
friend,  Mr.  Van  Tuy\— (To  Rita)— and  you're  the  woman 
I  want  to  nmke  my  wife— so  1 — I'm  sure  you'll  both  of  you 
l)e  .sympathetic  an<l  make — allowance  for  me. 

VAN  TVYL:— (IIeart.il !/)— Of  course,  my  l>oy,  of 
roui'se ! 

TOM:— (Still  with  f/jj([iVH//.i/;— Madame  Cavallini  has 
been  very  frank  and  open  with  me,  sir.  She's  just  told  rae — 
about  certain  portions  of  her  career — and  of  course,  know- 
ing as  1  do,  how  hard  it  is  for  girls  when  they're  poor  and 
young — aiul  alone — why,  I  should  be  only  too  glad  to  tell 
her  it 'sail  right  and  blot  it  out  from  my  memory  forever — 
l„it_but— C//''  pauses,  unable  to  go  on,  fhen  rises,  gripping 
the  edge  of  the  <hsk  with  both  hands  and  leaning  over  it, 
haggard  and  terrible )—lieXore  I  can  do  that,  there's  one 
thing  1  'vc  got  to  Iw  sure  of — 

VAN  TUYL.— Yes.  Tom? 

TOM: — It  seems — you've  l)een  an  admirer  of  hers  for 
some  time — (As  Van  Tuyl  glances  at  her  involuntarily)— 
For  God's  sake,  don't  look  at  her  now!    And  what  I've  got 
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— to  be  sure  of  is  that — there  never  has  hevu  anything — you 
know — between  vou  two — 
VAN  TVYh:— What— f 
-TOM: — (Going  on  very  quickly) — I've  asked  her  and 
she's  denied  it— and  I  believe  her— implicitly,  of  course — 
but  if —  you'll  be  good  enough  to  deny  it,  too — oh,  merely 
as  a  matter  of  form !— why,  I— I  shall  lie  much  obliged. 

VAN  TVlYh.—AfUr  a  slight  pause)— There's  one 
thing  I'm  not  going  to  deny — and  that  is  ray  very  deep  and 
very  true  affection  for  Madame  Cavallini.  (Looking  at  her) 
— It  is  a  sentiment  none  the  less  deep  and  true  because  it 
has  lived  for  years  with  no  response  from  her — and  I  am 
proud  of  my  hope  and  my  belief  that  it  will  continue  so  long 
as  I'm  alive  to  cherish  it.  (Turning  to  Tom)— As  for  the 
rest  of  your  question,  Tom.  when  you're  yourself  again 
you'll  agree  with  me  that  it  deserves  no  answer.  Good-bye. 
(To  her)--Qood  bye.  madame — I  offer  you  the  best  of  wish- 
es— (He  {:<  turning  toward  the  door  when  Tom  stops  him) 

TOM: — (Seizing  his  hand)— No,  wait— you  shan't  go 
until  I've  begged  your  pardon — I've  been  a  fool,  sir — a 
perfect  fool,  but  if  you  can  I  want  you  to  forgive  me ! 

VAN  TUYL:— Don't  you  think,  my  boy.  you'd  better 
ask  Madame  Cavallini's  panlon  first  t 

TOM:— (Turning  to  her)— Ritn.  darling— I  don't 
know^  just  what  to  say — but  1  think  if  you  forgive  me  again 
— I  can  promise  I'll  never — never —  Vou  do  forgive  me, 
dear, — don't  you  *     Please — oh.  i)lease. 

RITA  : — (Suddenly  pulling  hnsdf  away) — No — no — I 
cannot !    It  is  too  much — 

TOM:— What? 

RITA  : — (Straightening  hersilf  up  and  looking  at  him) 
— I  l-ove  you — I  mus'  spik  tie  trut — 

VANTUYL:— He<|uiet! 

niTA:— (To  Tom)—h  is  all  lies  vhat  ve  'ave  said- 
all  lies — lies! 

TOM : — (drying  aloud) — Xo — no — 

RITA: — I  vas  'is  mistr.-ress  till  the  night  1  meet  vou! 

TOM:— Not  Mr.  Van  Tuyl— not—  (He  chokes.) 

V^AN  TUYL : — Tom.  listen  to  me  for  one  minue — 

TOM: — (Turning  to  him) — You  thief — liar — 

VAN  TUYL:— For  Ood's  sake  Tom,  don't— 

"TOM  -.-(With  a  cry)— A-ah  !  (He  rushes  at  Van  Tuyl 
to  strike  him  down,  but  she  stands  before  him) — 

RITA: — (Gasping)— 'E  lied  for  me — I  tell  vou  'e  lied 
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for  me— (Pause.    Tom  stands  fighting  for  his  control.  He 
regains  it,  exhausted,  and  turns  to  the  desk.) 

TOM:— (In  a  whisper)— Please  go— both  of  you— 
(He  stoops  to  pick  up  the  little  Testament  which  has  drop- 
ped to  the  floor,  brushes  it  involuntarily  and  puts  it  on 

nPMfC  ) 

VAN  TUYL :— Tom,  I  'd  have  given  everything  I  have 
in  the  world  to  have  spared  you  this.  I  want  you  to  re- 
member that—  if  you  can— fftotw.-  towards  him)— Tom,  I— 

TOM:— Don't! 

VA^^  TUYL:— (Half  to  himself)— Qood-hye.  (He 
goes  out  quickly.    Tom  .sits  down  slowly  in  his  desk  chair)— 

RITA: — (After  trying  »>ce  or  twice  to  find  her  voice) 
— Meesvairs— Meestairs  Tom—  (He  shudders  at  the  sound. 
She  goes  to  mirror,  right,  takes  off  his  mother's  ear-rings 
and  necklace,  kisses  locket,  and  lays  them  on  mantlepiece. 
Then  she  takes  up  her  own  jewels,  puts  on  her  coat,  picks 
up  her  muff  and  monkey  from  chair  where  she  left  them 
earlier  in  act.)  -(Soflly  to  the  monkey)— Basta — hasta — 
povrina  mia!  (She  stands  looking  at  Tom.  He  makes  no 
sign. )  „      , 

RITA:— M<  <«»',  very  .simply)— T'ank  you— for  av- 
ing  lo-oved  me!  (She  drops  her  veil  and  goes  out.  As  he 
hears  the  door  close,  he  has  a  few  seconds  of  gasping  for 
breath.  Then  burying  his  fare  in  his  arms,  he  breaks  into 
racking,  convulsive  .silent  sob.s.  From  far  away  somes  the 
sound  .'/  the  little  hand-organ,  .still  playing  the  waltz-) 

CURTAIN. 
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Act  3 


SCEXE : 

Mme.  Cavallini's  apartment  at  the  Brevoort  Houue, 
that  night,  after  the  performance.  At  right,  doors  leading 
to  hall.  At  right-hack,  two  long  windows,  overlooking  old- 
fashioned  balcony.  At  left-back,  arch  leading  to  bed-room, 
covered  with  drawn  portiers.  At  left,  a  smaller  door.  Fur- 
ther down  at  left  is  the  fireplace  and  mantel,  fire  burning. 
In  comer,  right-back — is  a  grand  piano,  covered  with  a  con- 
fusion of  music,  hats,  clothes,  etc.  Towards  right-centre 
are  a  couch  and  a  table.  The  couch  is  also  covered  with 
various  clothes,  personal  articles,  etc.  Between  the  two 
windows  is  a  pen^h  on  which  sit,  side  by  side,  two  stately 
scarlet  macaws.  Near  the  fire  is  the  monkey's  cradle— a 
charming  cloud  of  lace  and  pale  blue  satin.  There  are 
several  open  trunks  lying  about  the  room  in  various  stages 
of  completed  packing.  Clothes,  of  all  descriptions,  are 
strewn  about  in  the  greatest  disorder  everywhere.  The 
whole  effect  of  the  room  is  luxurious,  yet  filled  with  con- 
fusion and  a  sense  of  Bohemian  life. 

DISCO  VERKI). 

When  the  curtain  goes  up,  it  is  night.  The  gas  is  lit. 
Before  the  fire  squats  SIGNORA  VANNl'CC.'I— a  fat.  un- 
tidy old  Italian  woman  with  a  moustache  and  long  ear- 
rings, dressed  very  gaily,  her  skirts  pinned  up,  h  pair  of 
old  soiled  pink  satin  slippers  on  her  feet.  She  is  telling  her 
fortune  with  a  pac^k  of  greasy  cards,  stopping  every  now  and 
then  to  turn  and  stir  two  saucepans  which  are  cooking  over 
the  fire. 

SIG.  VAN.  :—(To  herxelf)—0  Dio  mio!  Non  importa 
— riproviamo — !  (She  gives  the  saucepan  a  stir,  shuffles, 
and  deals.)  11  dieci  di  quardri — A-ha-he!  Posso  ancora 
esser  ricea— (She  laughs  to  herself.  There  is  a  knock  at 
the  door) — Aranti! 

(Enter  ADOLPII.  an  old  Herman  waiter,  carrying  a 
tray  with  plates,  napkins,  glas.<<es,  bowl  of  salad,  etc.) — You 
gotta  da  garlic—  yos  ? 

ADOLPH  -.—(Putting  down  tray)~Two  liddle  beeces.  . 
SIG.  VAN. :— Cut  dem  ver'  small  an'  put  dem  in  vhcn 
you  maka  da  salad. 
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ADOLPII :— Madame,  she  vill  W  hungry  when  she 
back  comes  from  de  opera. 

SIG.  VAN.:— She  eats  nodingB  before  she  go— she 
ilreenka  a  leetle  vine  an'  coff»e,  dat  is  all. 

ADOLPH :— Ach !  no  great  artiste  will  eat  before  she 
sing!  Do  I  not  know?  Have  I  not  de  first  tenor  of  de 
Royal  Court  Opera  of  de  city  oi  Steichenblatter  been?  Do 
I  not  remember  how  I  feel  vhen — 

SIG.  Y AN. -.—(Gloomily  interrupting  him)— Yon  'ave 
forgetta  da  cheese. 

AV)OhPn:—(Crushed)—De  liiber  Oott! 

SIG.  YAN.:— (With  a  retrospective  smile)— Ah,  when 
I  was  prima  donna  at  Bologna  an  maka  my  debut  as  Linda 
do  Chamonix  in  da  gr-rreat,  da  bee-autiful  da  gala  per- 
rfor-rmanee — an'  'is — 'ow  you  say — 'is  excellema  da  duca 
di  Modena,  'e  stan'  an'  clapa  de  'an's  an'  say  so  loud— 
"Bravo,  ViUinucci!    Bravissimo!" 

ADOLPH  -.—(Interrupting)— Your  sauce,  it  burn. 

SIG.  YAii.:— (Rushing  to  fire)— Madonna  santa  pro- 
teggeteci!    (She  stirs  the  sauce  vigoronshf) — 

ADOhVU:— (Sadly  as  he  mixes  salad.)— Ach— bo  \ 
De  good  old  days — dey  are  all  gone ! 

SIG.  YA'N.:— (Stirring)— D&  opera  now— vhat  is  eet? 
Vone  beeg  noise ! 

ADOLPH:— Dis  "Faust'  an'  "Mignon"— 

SIG.  VAN.: — (Covering  her  cars) — Impossibili! 

ADOLPH  -.—Schreklich—! 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—Orribili! 

ADOLPH  -.—Vngehener! 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—(Kissing  her  hand)— Ma  "la  Favorita!" 

ADOLPII -.—"Der  Freischutz!" 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—Bcllissima! 

ADOLPH  -.—Wunderschou! 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—Celestiali! 

ADOLPH  -.—Kolossal-! 

SIG.  YAN.:— (Sighing)— But  ah  !    who  now  gotta  da 

voice  to  seeng  dem ! 

ADOLPH  •.—(Scornfully)—Uar\o—  ?    Bah ! 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—(Loftily)— Grisi- 1    Pouf ! 

ADOLPH:— Ginglini—?    Ein  schwein—! 

SIG.  VAN. :— La  Patti— ?    Vn  putnr—! 

ADOLPH:— La  Cavallini— ? 

SIG.  VAN. :— Ah,  di  la  Cavallini! 

ADOLPH  -.—(Patronizingly)—S,he  'ave  a  leedle  some- 
t'ing— 
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SIC  VAN. :— Ah  !  Sometime  vhen  I  stan'  in  de  veengs 
an  old  er  shawl  an'  leesten— I  t'ink  it  is  myself  again— 
fome  back  f r-rom  long  ago ! 

ADOLPII:— Ach,Gott!  I,  too,  haf  trearas !  An' vhen 
1  my  halt  dollar  pay  an'  de  stairs  up  climb  an'  da  orchestra 
begin— I  shut  my  eye  an'  yet  vonce  more  again  I  am  in 
Steichenblatter — 

SIG.  VAN. :— The  opera.     It  is  "Norma"— 

ADOLPH:— I  am  " PolUo"— 

SIG.  VAN.:— rU't7/t  the  bottle  of  oil  in  one  hand)— 
The  great  duet — 

ADOLPII:— Act  three— it  come  at  \HHi\—(Hc  sinus 
softly  in  (ierman.) 

SIG.  YAN.:—(Risinf/  from  firr  with  spoon  still  in 
hand)— Put  fori*!  Cosi!  Ora!  Cnsrcndo!  (She  sinqs 
very  dramatically  in  Italian.)  (They  sing  the  duet  to- 
ffethcr  in  the  very  old-fashioned  operatic  way,  tremendously 
m  earnest.  At  the  closing  high  note  they  fling  themselves 
violently  in  one  another's  arms.  Just  here  a  small  bell  hoy 
in  buttons,  enters  from  right,  whistling  between  his  teeth 
He  carries  a  card-tray,  and  stops,— amazed  at  the  siuht  ) 

BP:LL  boy  :— Where's  the  madam  ?  '     -^  '-^ 

SIG.  VAN.:— (Kneeling  by  fire  and  stirring)— Hhe 
'ave  not  yet  r-r-ret\irn. 

BELL  BOY:— There's  a  gent  downstairs  a-callin'  on 
her — see?    (He  holds  out  a  salver  with  card.) 

SIG.    VAN.  :—('/rn7a?>/j/;— Give    me    da    car-r-rd— 
(lueeck.  leet'.e  animal !    Queeck.  I  say !    (The  Bell  Bou  hands  ' 
her  salver.) 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—(Reading  card)— A-ah  !  It  is  milor '  'E 
'ave  come  back!  Santi  bcnedetti!  (To  the  Bell  Boii)—Qo 
— breenga  him  in!  (To  Adolph )--An'  leesten,  my"  frien  ' 
a  bottle  of  champagne !  *  ' 

ADOLPH:— CW«7/f  tray,  at  (/oor^— Champagne? 

SIG.  VAN. :— (Joyously)— Via  besta  you  got ! 

(Aflolph  exits.  She  rises,  puts  card  on  piano,  and  be- 
gins unptnnmg  her  skirts,  etc.  The  bell  boy  profits  by  this 
lo  steal  some  grapes  and  a  cake  from  the  table.  She  turns 
and  sees  him.)— Ah,  demonietto!—(8he  rushes  at  him  with 
hand  upraised.) 

s'/  ^/^^.f*^OY:— Rag-bag!  (He  escapes  out  door— right. 
■>/*f  hastily  attempts  to  tidy  the  room,  closes  a  couple  of 
trunks,  etc.,  the,,  puts  on  a  scarf,  sticks  an  ostrich  feather 
III  Iter  hair  and  is  admiring  the  result  in  the  long  mirror 
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when  the  door— right— opens  and  VAX  TUYL  w  ushered 
in  by  the  Bell-boy.) 

BELL  BOY :— Mr.  Van  Tuyl. 

VAN  TUYL  .—(Entering)— VfeW,  signora !  I  haven  t 
seen  you  for  some  time,  have  1  ?  You're  younger  and  more 
heautiful  than  ever ! 

SIG.  yAN.:—(Shaking  hands)— Ah,  railor— you  maka 
(la  joke  as  la-vays!  But  1  don'  care — I  am  so  full  of  joy 
l)e-cause  you  'ave  come! 

VAN  TUYL :— Thanks  very  much.  (Looking  about)— 
How's  the  menagerie?  (To  the  parrots)— Bememher  me, 
old  lady — eh  T 

SIG  VAN.:— Dey  are  full  of  lo-ove  for-r  milor— €CCo/ 
See !    Manrico,  'e  visha  to  keess  'is  'and ! 

VAN  TUYL :— Bite  it,  you  mean !  (Ooing  to  fire)— 
Where's  Adelina — 1    (Seeing  the  niehe)—0\i\ 

SIO.  VAN.:— She  'ave  jost  eata  vone  greata  beeg  sup- 
pair. 

VAN  T\JYL:—(Looking  into  cradle)— Six  olives— 
strawherrv  jam — a  few  hot-house  grapes — 

SIQ.^YA^.:— Rapturously)— An'  da  cupa  of  choco- 
late!   Ah,  milor— 'e  'ave  r-r-recolleck  ev'ryt'ings! 

VAN  TVYL:— (Seeing  the  saucepans  by  the  fire)— 
What's  that  you're  cooking— not  your  famous  macaroni! 

SIG  VAN. :— It  is  for  madame.  She  eata  nodings  alia 
da  day.  I  come  'orae  ear-lee  an'  maka  dis  for — vhat  you 
sav  T — sur-pr-ise  T 

VAN  TUYL :— How  did  she  get  through  the  perfrom- 

nnce  ? 

SIG.  YAN.:— (Volubly) — Un  triomfo  enormc!  Let 
maka  me  t'ink  of  dat  so  splendeed  night  I  seeng  Luc.rezina 
Borgia  an'  'is  Excellenza  da  duca  di  Modena,  'e — 

VAN  'nJYlj:—( Interrupting)— Yea,  I  remember. 

(Looking  at  his  watch) — Madame  is  late. 

SIG.  VAN.:— She  say  addio  to  Signor  Strakosch  an' 
de  Oder  ar-r-rtistes  an'  r-r-receive  da  pr-r-resent — 

VAN  TUYL:— Really? 

SIG.  VAN. :— (Nodding)— Be  peen  vid  da  beeg  r-rubee 
an'  de  br-racelet  wid'  raan'y  pear-r-rl,  an'  ah!  Madonna! 
—da  di'mon'  crown  fr-rom  alia  da  signora  of  New  Yor-rk! 

VAN  TUYL:— I  believe  you!  (Suddenly)— Wait \ 
What's  that?  (There  is  an  instant's  pause.  From  far- 
away come  the  distant  strains  of  *' Yankee  Doodue,"  played 
on  a  brass  band.    During  the  following  scene  the  music 
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grows  nearer,  and  beneath  it  can  be  heard  the  vague,  con- 
fimd^  notse  of  man)/  people  shouting.) 

SIO.  yA}i.t—( After  listening  a  momeni)— Da  music— 
(Hhegoes  quickly  to  window,  opens  it,  steps  out  on  balconu 
and  looks  up  street.) 

yANTUYL:—rF«//«iWHf//»o;— A  brass  hand!  (He 
stands  by  unnrlow.) 

V  fli^'^'^'  '•—<^"f^^^'''^fy)—^onti  heni.<<simi! 

VAN  TL'YL: — (As  the  sound  increases) — Down  Four- 
teenth street !    That'H  en  route  froui  the  AcaihMiiy— 

SIO.  \Ali..—(Who  grows  more  and  more' excited  as 
the  scene  proceeds) — Kcco!    See ' 

VAN  TVYL -.-Torches!  By  Jove,  it's  a  reffular  Be- 
puhhcan  rally! 

SIG.  VAN.:— More  people— an'  more— an'  more  an' 
more  uey  come ! 

VAN  TU YL :— Kvery  fellow  with  Iuh  hat  oft— (Shiver- 
ing)— And  zero  weatlur.  too! 

SIG  VAN.:— rPoiH/jHflr;- See— de  peoples  in  de  vin- 
(tows !    l)at  so  fat  man— vhat  is  dat  'e  say  ? 

VAN  TUYL: — (Raising  his  voice  above  the  uproar) I 

cant  hear!    (The  music  stops.) 

r   vS'^.J'^^VTr/'*'  "  '"'"'  '■''«'■  "f  "Bravo!"    Caval- 

hnt!      ''Hurrah!"  etc.)— Ah  !  she  come— she  eome !    (She 

claps  her  hands  and  leans  far  out.) 

VAN  TVYh:— (Leaning  out,  too.)— Whvre^ 

SIO.  VAN. :— ('/VjH/i/jfif)- Here— do  vou  not  see  da 

ear-r-riage  ? 

VAN  TUYL:— But  Where's  the  coachman— where  are 
the  horses?  Good  Lord!  if  tiiose  young  fools  aren't  drair- 
ging  it  themselves !  * 

SIG.  VAN. :— Ah !  vhen  I  vas  prima  donna  at  Bologna 
an    singa  "Lucrezia  Borgia'  for-r— 

SIG.  VAN.:— (Suddenly)— Ahl     Eccola  la!    Bellaza 
mxa!    Come  c  bella!    You  see  'er — ^ye-es? 
/  c.    X^^'  T^  \f :— No— that  tall  young  devil 's  in  the  way ! 
(Jiuddenly)— Ah,  there  she  is!     (To  himself)— Bv  Jove' 
By  Jove ! 

(He  stares  spell-bound.  The  band,  now  much  nearer 
slowly  begins  "Way  Down  Upon  the  Swanee  River.")  ' 

(The  torchlight  illumines  the  two  figures  on  the  bal- 
cony. The  procession  now  is  almost  underneath  them  The 
music  stops.  There  is  a  bur.st  of  cheering.  SIGSORA 
VANXUCCI  waves  her  handkerchief  wildly.) 

SIO.  JAN.i—Evivva!     Evivva!     Brava    CavaUini' 
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Brava  reginal  Ecco  mi  alia  fitustra!  (iuards  alia  tua 
povrra  vnrhia  VoHnHici-  (In  dtlujht.)—Ah!  Ecco!  Coax 
va  hind—^Shr  lauqhs  and  waves.  To  Van  fj////.;— She 
look  up— she  wf  uhI'  ( Van  Tui/l  lahs  off  his  hat  and  hows 
in  a  x'vrif  stalcli/  waif) —  , 

SIG.  VAN.:—(SHdd<nl!f,  as  the  ijlHtvr  oj  a  rocket  ts 
sttn  in  th,  strcd  outside)— Ehi!    Ehi!    Cosa  fate? 
(Hhi  vlntvhvs  Van  Tuifl  and  crosses  herself  ) 
VAN    TVYL:—(KcassHringl!i—\VH    all    right— those 
fellows  in  the  corner  are  just  setting  off  some  fireworks.— 
(There  is  a  great  cheer  from  the  crowd.) 

SIG.  VAN. :— She  come— she  descend  fr-r-rom  da  car- 
r-riage— Look !  Look  'ow  da  young  men  kissa  'er  'and  !— 
(There  are  more  rockets  and  the  band  begins  to  play  "Ken- 
nst  Dii  Das  Land."  From  below  is  heard  a  volley  of  shouts 
and  cheers  and  laughter)— Darel  She  is  inside— CCVmtwflr 
back  quickly  into  the  r««m >)—Queeck !  Shut-a  da  vnidow— 
dis  r-room  is  all  dam' col' — 

(He  steps  in  .side  and  clo.<ies  th,  window.  The  fireworks 
are  stUl  setn,  but  the  music  and  crowd  are  heard  more 
faintly.  HWSOHA  VAySVCCl  bustles  about,  putting  a 
new  log  on  th,  fir,,  adjusting  furniture,  etc.) 

So:  Ecco!  Dat  is  r-riglit !  Vill  milor  elp  me  vid  dis 
j.liair—/  an'  da  table— tnor-re  near-r  da  fir-re— lika  dat! 
(Su,l,lenUi)—Mn,l,>nna  mia!     I  'ave  tor-g«'t— 

(She'guickhf  pulls  b,ick  the  portieres  over  arch  at  back, 
revealing  the  be,l-r,>om.  There  is  a  canopied  bed,  turned 
,lown,  with  elaborat,  pillows,  etc.  A  small  lamp  burns  on 
its  head,  casting  a  warm  glow.  On  the  bed  is  a  mght—gown 
ease,  hcavilg  embroixhred.  A  long  white  dressing— g,twn 
lies  across  ,i  near-bi/  chair,  with  a  pair  of  slippers  under- 
neath The  Signora  picks  up  th,:se  last  and  comes  back 
immediateh/  into  the  sHling-ro,>m.  She  hangs  the  r,)be  mi 
a  chair  clo.se  to  fire  an,,  puts  .slippers  where  they,  t,)0,  will 
H-az-m-;— iMilor/'e  recollcck  dis  r-rohe— ? 

AN  TV\L:—(Hclpiu()  her  arrange  tO— Mdle^eurs .  ^ 
SIG.  VAS. -.(Lauifhing)— Ah,  vhat  go-      Mme  milor  'e 
give  us  dcre !    1  vish  dat— (T/ir/v  is  a  knock       the  ,hor  and 
b,;„re  anyone  can  answ, r,  it  is  openc,!  and  aDOLVH  ap- 
pears hurriedhf,  carrying  a  champagne  bucket.) 

ADi^hVYi:— (Excitedly)— \ on  haf-ear  — ?  lou  haf 
seen?  Look  flere!  (He  points  to  fireworks  outside)— Mein 
Gott  im  Himmel!—(H,  puts  down  the  champagne  by  the 
table.    The  b,'ll-lmy  bursts  in  excitedly.) 

BELL  \\OY.—(With  a  long  whistle)— ^\w^-\    Holy 
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eaU!  Thin  town  ain't  seen  the  like  ginie  the  Prince  o' 
Wales  was  here!  (Therr  w  o«  tsprciaUy  ImUiant  efftct  of 
fireworks  outside.}— .]*^.r\vm\m\ — ! 

(Hv  rushes  to  tin  window.  The  Head  Waiter,  two  Sub- 
ordinates and  two  Hall-ltoys  in  uniform  come  in  one  afttr 
the  other,  talkintf  among  themselves  and  laden  with  "floral 
offerings"  of  all  kinds.  There  are  wreaths,  "set-pieees"  in 
the  form  of  harps,  hearts,  <te.  One  large  bird  with  '  Wight - 
ingale"  worked  in  white  roses  upon  red,  etc.  Some  have  the 
American  and  Italian  colors  attached,  others  have  the  senti- 
ments such  as  "Say  not  Good-bye,"  "Our  Miqnon," 
"Addio,"etc.) 

ONK  VfAlTKU-.—Ouvrez  la  porte! 

ANOTHER  \y.\\TKR.—Oui—ne  voytz-vous  pas  ,,ue 
jc  suis  occupc — ? 

HEAD  WAITER:— Oh  fait-il  iu,s, r  ces  engins-ci, 
madamc  f 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—Sur  Ic  piano— bien!  c  'est  ca!  Dis—tlonv 
—qu'est  ce  que  tu  as  sur  la  table— (To  Van  Tuijl)— Are  dvy 
not  bee-autiful?  .Santi  benis.simi!  (To  the  waiters)— v'a 
doucement,  idiot—!  Tu  vas  I'  abier—!  I'enchesz  cdla-la 
a  cote  dc  a  chaise — 

HEAD  WAITER:— V'j7</  Vile!  Kspeve  d'un  esrar- 
got — /  Madame  va  venir — foult  di  suil!  Ah,  to  voila — .' 
Comme  ellc  est  ravissantt — .' 

M.  nAPT\STK:—(Outside)—Ah,  mudame,  nous  .swn- 
mes  infinimcnt  heureuj-  de  prendre  part  dans  le  triomphe 
d'une  artiste  si  celebre—Kt,  si  je  I'ose  dire,  une  eliente  si 
Exquuset! 

(As  he  has  spoken,  he  has  i  nlerrd  and  stanils  nsp^ct- 
fully  on  one  side  of  the  door,  bowing  and  rubbing  his  hands. 
He  is  one  of  the  hotel  proprietors  and  wears  a  frock-coat.) 

RITA :—( Entering )—Merci,  monsieur— merci  Idle  fois 
—vous  etes  trop  aimables.  (To  Sig.  Van.  in  a  whisper-) 
I'cr  I'amor  di  Dio,  mi  (tUi  fuori!    Don  po.s.so  piu — 

(She  is  in  gorgeous  evening  dre.ss,  f/lit firing  with 
jewels.  On  her  head  is  a  crown  of  diamonds.  She  wears  a 
iloak  of  purple  velvet,  bordered  with  fur.  In  one  hand  .the 
rarries  a  superb  wreath  of  laurel  Imvis,  tied  simply  with  a 
golden  ribbon.  With  the  other  she  holds  a  gnat  armful  of 
white  roses.  She  is  very  pale  and  uquisitily  gracious.  The 
music  comes  to  an  end  just  after  her  entrance.) 

(There  is  a  renewed  burst  of  cheering  outside) — Us 
sont  ton  jours  la.'    Ecoutez — qu-est — ce  qu'ils  disentf 

M.  BAPTISTE  .—("est  Ires  confus  madame—(To  Bell- 
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bou)—Kh,  you !  Done  peoples  out  tlere,  vhat  is  it  dey  lay  t 
■  BELL  BOY  .—(Shrilly)— They're  yellin'  fer  a  gpeech ! 
(There  are  indeed  heard  loud  erie$  of  "xpeech!  Junt  a 
liWeone!"    ''Come  on!"  eir.) 

M.  BAPTISTE:— (To  Rita)— Si  madame  etaxt  a»»ei 
aimable  de  leur  addresser —  ,        , 

RITA:— (^roMiM)?  back}— Ah,  iion— non— «  egt  im- 
possible—  _.  ,^  , 

BELL  BOY  :— (Yelling  inside )—T\n^y  won  t  go  away ! 

M.  BAPTISTE:— J»'  voiis  prie,  madame— pour  I  hun 

neur  de  Vhotel—  .      ..         ,        / 

RITA:— C/h  a  flash  of  petHlance)—.\on,  Je  refuse— 
entendez  vousf  Je  refuse  absolumenl!  (Turning  away)— 
Ah,  par  example— c'est  trop  fort!  (There  •»  o  renewed 
outburst  from  the  crowd.)  ^    .    ..       >     i# 

VAN  TVYL:— (Speaking  for  the  first  ttme.)— Ma- 
dame, your  public's  calling  you. 

RITA:— Vhat— ?  ,      .    /,.         , 

VAN  TUYL  I— (Simphf)—\  on  must  olwy !    (Vause)— 
RITA:— f/H  a  low  («wf'>— Open  de  vin-dow!     (The 
Bell-boy  does  so,  the  noise  is  heard  very  much  more  clearly. 
She  lays  down  her  wreath,  thru  goes  slowly  to  window)— 

M.  BAPTISTE: — Ah.  que  madame  est  Ijonne — (De- 
lighted.) ,       ,^    , 
'      mG.yA}^.:—(Stoptnngher)—A.<tpetta! 

(Rita  steps  out  on  balcony.  There  is  a  great  cheer  as 
she  appears,  the  red  Bengal  light,  blazing  up  agatn,  falls 
fitfully  upon  her  figure.  There  is  the  hiss  and  glare^  of  many 
rockets  .tel  off  simultaneously.  The  band  plays  a  fanfare— 
the  general  effect  is  a  blare  of  light,  not.se  and  splendovr. 
She  stands  in  the  midst  of  it  all— bowing,  smthng  and  hold- 
ing up  her  hand  for  .tilence.  In  the  room  behind  her  every- 
one IS  applauding.  The  proprietors  utter  an  occasional 
"Bravo'"  and  Signora  Vannucci  ostentatiously  wipes  away 
her  tear.^  Then  quite  .suddenly  there  is  a  .^nlence.  A  mans^ 
voice  is  hear,:  yelling  "If  you  don't  feel  like  '«^^-*« -?/^«.  .^ 
There  is  a  bur.'^t  of  laughter,  cries  o/;'?""'' «P/„  «*^'^ 
her  a  chance!"  etc.,  and  silence  again  falls.    A  little  pause.) 

niTA— (Simply  and  tenderly)— iiyeet  ladies— gentle- 
,npn__,lpar-r  peoples  who  'ave  been  so  goo-ood  to  me— I  do 
not  know  vour-r  names  an'  faces-l  cann-not  follow  you 
into  vou-r*'onie8.  I  can  jos'  seeng  a  leetl^-an  pr-r-ray  de 
saints  dat  somet'ing  in  my  song  will  spik  to  you  an  say— 
(Holding  out  her  arms  to  them)-"l  lo-oye  you!  You  are 
all  I  'ave  to  lo-ove  in  dis  beeg  vor-r-rold! 


ROMANCE. 


Tl 


(Thin   are  rhnrs  from  In  low,  vrirn  of  "That's  tin 

'"'*''«'!  i'^''*"'  '*"<•'"'•'*<*«'  "/'.'"  ''lit  hrr  qn  on!"  ,h:) 
MfhlK.  you  don'  onVnitair  job'  vliat  dat  riieaii— voii 
who  ave  'uabaiHrH.  viv»^  an'  hn-tle  rhild-mi.  too!  (  With 
a  nmth)  —Ah.  veil !  I  voidd  not  like  it  ilat  vou  should  !  I 
on-lee  tell  you  ho  you  fet'l  like  doing  for-r  me'  vone  las'  irr-r- 
reat  kin  'neiw — 

(There  arc  crus  „f  "  Wiial  is  it*"  "  Tell  us!"  "iiin 
IIS  a  chanci!"  ttr.  from  htloir.  Shr  lak< s  a  shp  foruani 
and  speaks  very  ranuslhj) — 

To-raor  r-rowl  jfo  far-r  avay.  Mehlie  Honietiuie  I  aeenir 
for-r  you  a^rain. 

(Chfcrs  and  vrivs  nf  "Of  nnirsr!"  "That's  right!" 
"Come  back  soon!"  rtv.  She  puts  up  hir  hand  for  silenvt.) 
—an'  mebbe  not.  Who  known?  Mut  if  t 'rough  all  your-r 
app-ee.  'app-ee  liveK  you  ••arr-ee,  vay  «lown  deep,  vone  Iwtl,. 
fought  of  ine — vone  golden  inen-o-reN  of  niv  song— vhere- 
e-ver  I  am.  dear-r  frien's.  oh  !  I  vill  know  it"  an'  l)e  gla-ad  ! 
(Shouts  of  •  •  W,  will!  "  "  That 's  rasi/!  "  "( •onhln  'I 
help  it!"  "Trust  ns!"  etc.  Hrr  ton,  rhanqis.  Shr  von- 
linues  with  t,  ndrr  pfaiffiilntss.) — 

In  my  eountr-ee  ve  'ave  a  leetle— vhat  you  sav?— t'ing 
ve  tell  eaeh  odfr  vhen  ve  any  "Adilio"— T/jr/,  ros,  fioris- 
ranu  nci  vostri  vnori  fin  rh  'io  rilonio  a  voqlivrlv!" — May  de 
r-r-rows  Idoss-oiM  in  your-r  'cHr-rt  until  \  eo-onie  to  gadder 
dem  again! 

(There  is  a  gnat  shout  from  the  adoring  rroird  "(Sood- 
hye!''^  (food  hirk !"  " Com,  l)a(k  soon !"  "  We 'II  wait  for 
gou!"  etc.,  etc.,  an  h,ard.  Th,  hand  h,'gins  to  plaif,  veri/ 
slowly,  "Auld  Lang  Syn,."  Th,  <h,,ring  rontii'urs.  Th,  rr 
is  a  final  hurst  of  fireworks.  Rita  toss,s  onr  of  hrr  whitr 
roses  over  thr  halrony,  th,rr  is  a  rrnrwrd  shout,  shr  smihs 
and  follows  it  with  amdhrr  and  another,  until  thry  all  an 
gone.  Then,  still  smiling  ami  showing  her  rmply  hands, 
she  blows  a  last  kiss  and  strps  inside,  shutting  thr  window 
behind  her.  There  has  brm  applause  from  the  prople  i'l 
the  room  at  the  elose  of  her  liltir  sprrvh  and  now  thrrr  is  a 
giueral  movement  forward  to  eongratulatr  hrr  ) 

M.    BAPTISTE:— r^#H.s/iv7//;_^/,.    ma,lame,    m,s 
< ompliments!    C'ctait  parfaii! 
RITA  : — Merci — merci — 

VAN  TVYL:— (Formally)— .\Ia,lame,  my  eongratula- 
t  ions ! 

RITA:— T'ank  you  ver'  mimh— I— (She  staggers  sud- 
<h  nly,  leaning  on  a  ehair  and  putting  her  hand  to  her  head. 
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Thtrr  is  a  momrnt'ii  paiiH- ,  thin  rvtnfHHf  xpeakii  at  once.) 

HKJ.  V AH..— (Rushing  to  hfr)—Te»aro  miit—!  Von  ef 

M.  BAPTISTK:— A/rtw  f//#  *»/  maladi  — 

HKAI)  WAITER:— f;//*  rhanrvUf— 

VAN  TITL:— r^o  Adolphi—A  |?1««h  of  water— 
(|UU'k!     (Hi-  brings  it  hurririlh/.) 

ai(».  VAN.  -.—(To  Rihi  i—Btfi. 

RITA: — (HrnnrriiHi  and  n fusing  thr  glass)—So — 
.sfo  tunonr—(To  th,  hotel  propriftors)—J'ai  la  lete  ft*  fen 
— tnilh  pardoni — (Shv  smihs.) 

M.  \\AV^\'A'VVl.—(Siimpathftivally)—Au  oui,  ma- 
damr — j*  comprrnds — drs  foil,  foiis,  savrz,  ca  arrive. 

ai(}.  VAN.:— r To  Van  Tuyl}—»\\f  'ave  f»t  nod'ings 
for-r  vone — two— dayH!  .(To  Baptistc  and  Florian)— Mes- 
sieurs, vons  savez  madam<  —rllr  ist  an  hnut  dr  srs  forces — 
Alors,  vous  comprfmz — 

M.  FLORIAN:— iW«w  cvrlninfm(nt—(To  the  waiters, 
fhasaeura.  b«'ll  »)oy,  p\v.)—Assrz—assez,  mes  enfants!  Dites 
bon  soir  a  madamr  it  sauvrz— VOL'S— t  (They  all  huddle 
toward  thi'  door) — 

HKIiL  W)Y.— (To  Adolph  who  is  trying  to  puU  htm 
along)— Leggo  o'  me!  Don't  you  aee  this  is  my  only 
(•hanc*-?     (Hi  struggles.) 

ADOhVH  .—(rndir  his  breath)— Sh\i\    Be  still! 

A  WAITER :—(Officiou.ily)—Tais-toi! 

BELL  nOY:— (Loudly,  as  they  all  try  to  pull  htm)— 
I  will  not !    (Calling  to  Rita)—i^ay  ! 

RITA  :— You  vant  to  spik  to  me— ye-es  ?  ( 'o-me — I  vill 
leesten!    (Thi  waiters  release  him.) 

BELL  BOY  -.—(Triumphantly  to  f/»f»n;— Ya— ya!  Did 
ye  ever  get  left?  (He  turns  to  Rita  and  suddenly  becomes 
horribly  embarrased) — 

RITA  '.—(f^miling)—Yv\\  T 

BELL  BOY:— M"  »'"  ««''  breath,  speaking  very  rap- 
idly)—heggin'  yer  pardon  an'  thankin'  ye  for  all  favors 
past  an'  present  would  it  eause  ye  too  much  inconvenience 
t'  affix  yer  autograph  to  this  little  album  thus  joinin'  the 
large  eompany  o'  famous  ladies  an'  gents  what  have  spread 
sunshine  in  the  life  of  a  po'r  Iwll-boy! 

RITA:— rB'" iW« »•«(/;— Vhat—?     (To  Baptidc) 

Quedit-il,  le  p'tit? 

M.  \\AVT\'A'VVl:— (Smoothly)— Oh,  r'est  voire  auto- 
graph madame— (Under  his  breath  as  he  glances  ferociously 
at  the  boy)—Sacre  p'tite  eoehon— 


Jt«>MAN(  K. 


T$ 


H\TA:~.Uai.i  nrtu,    r„u»f  -tTnlln   H,ll.hoi,  hnhUnn 
out  f„  r  hand  fur  honk)  -'Kr»--vhpn'  nIihII  I  -  ' 

RITA:— r/^/^/r«i//,/      (w    tmnkh   So—'      li,.   (phmkmI 

riiHi  r  \H,t!  ,luktn,,  <f>'i  ,rnnff>  ..f  rns,s,u„l  smili»nhi 
/)„ftt,i(/  If  roiiinf  hi.s  ,„ ,     >— A  «,„iv.  i.if  ' 

HKI  I.  MOV  :  T'm.kM.  Hut  if  yr  ^-iv,,.'  awH.v  houv.- 
iiira.  thiTe  H  one  I  (1  I, III'  iiiuni  n    liw! 

RITA:— C/,.,//o,  (////</>— An'  vlmt  i-   JHt? 

li  L^  I    I       111  \\*  '/•      I    • 


MKLL  liOV:     (T.il 


'II. I 
rri' 


■'""'/    *■/(  hnth  /iaii,l.s}~-A 
I  till   iiart  of  (In   waif,  rs, 


kiwi!     (A  movi  m,  „;  oj 
proprirfors,  tfr.) 

t/iiii  hi  ii.lnio  on  r  iniil  k  issmi,  Inn,    -Banihhui—!     (l;,sh. 

'"•'■'    iZiTZ'iV'''''':{~  ^"'''  '•-»■  '"••-'•"•vk-.,ii..ek-:' 
HhLL   Mm  :-M.v  /,,    ,l.,shis  «„/)-_sVlp  mr  (Jaw,!. 

I  Jl  never  wash  thaf  si<l.>  o'  my  la.-,.  ajTi,  in ! 

RITA  :-r  r,)  fl/'  ///,  ,raif>  /•>.  ,/,-..««  /A, ,,  ,,o  n,if)~Hon 

^y,,^^TnE^WAITERS:-Mon  soir.  M;ul«nH.-.,on  sc.ir-  - 

mini—!     Kt  ilonnfi-hii  h! 

«F^?''''^'"   •^"''■'~  '"""   ''"'■   »t'ni<iir~(Tltiii  EXIT 
RITA,  S/GXOHA    VAWrni  ai,f  VAX  TVYLarehft 

ni  'V'/w '"/ ''"'•'"■''.f/  «"■".'/  "•/'/»  n  s,.,l,  of  lassitiiil,  )—Oh  ' 
fni—oi,—.  Sol,  ro.s,  sfniiri,  -(Uii.i  turns  airaif.  fakrs  a 
rifjarif h  from  a  l,o.r  on  a  snuill  li,f>l,  i,,„l  Uqhfs  it.  Van 
luijl,  haninij  aijainst  th,  piano  smokrs  a  nqantli  iniirfh, 
•mil  n'atiliis  hn:  Sif,„o,.,  Vannuni  husth s  ahoiif  fhi  fire 
in-ipannn  Ihi  piiifnoir.  .slif,i..r.,  ,I,J  '      * 

^n"irt,hri.l  Mn-\  I'  >■>;,  ,,,,  ..„/    /,,,,,/,  ;,  ,,,,,,^,f!,,j 

I  .  i  ix  i  -lyJ""'"'>J  "■'[  ''"•  "'af'-'i  <in<i  fiirnini,  vacant. 
;J,,  .       '"/"■'<(" >"ln»f/) -oil,  !,ii,-il  mil,  mantiUo— 

<  Shi'  (hop,  hn-  cloak  carihsslf,  on  Ihi  floor  as  she  voiru  , 
■'i-n-  to  the  fir,  a,!  slops  hif  fh,  monkci/'s  irailh)~(She 
ilraivs  over  it  a  small  monoifranunnl  hiaiil:,!.  which  hangs 
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over  the  fool,  and  rarefidhj  tiirks  it  in.  .Smoking  and  gently 
rocking  the  cradle) — Va  bene — dormi — dormi,  belleza  mial 
Mama  e  qui,  vicino  a  tc — dormi,  anima  mia — dormi — dormi 

SIG  VAN  -.—(Coming  to  her  with  a  large  jewel-case) — 
La  tiia  corona,  cara — e  i  tuio  gioielli — 

RITA.— (Putting  her  hand  to  her  hrow)—0\\,  my 
\'ad — it  is  80  tired — Eccola — /  (She  slowly  and  listlessly 
lakes  off  the  diamond  crown,  her  necklace,  bracelets, 
brooches,  rings,  etc.,  and  givese  them  to  the  Vannucci.  The 
latter  puts  them  in  the  jewel-case.) 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—(While  this  is  going  on)—E  la  collana — 
cosi  sa  fa — ora  qli  anelli. 

RITA: — (Petulantly,  as  Sig.  Van.  pinches  her  in  tin- 
clasiiing  a  bracelet) — Fa  altemoine — che  mi  fai  male! 

SIG.  VA}i.-.— ((Quickly) — Oh,  scusa — scusa,  carat — 
(She  shuts  the  case  an  d  puts  it  in  the  inside  room) — 

RITA  : — (Sitting  down  on  the  floor  before  the  fire 
where  the  cards  are  scattered  and  speaking  in  an  odd  voice) 
Per  V  ultima  vol  fa — chi.s.Ha  cosa  dirann  of — (She  recovers 
herself  with  an  efjnrt,  gathers  up  the  cards,  shuffles,  and 
begins  to  deal,  her  cigarette  in  her  mouth) — 

SIG.  VAN.: — (Coming  from  the  inner  room) — Ah, 
laseio  le  carte  stnssera! 

RITA  : — (Counting)— I'ua — dur—tre f/tVn7   Cost! 

(Sh<  deals  and  mores  about  the  cards  in  a  mystic  pattern.) 

SIG.  VAN.  -.—(Kneeling  ny  her  and  faking  off  her  slip- 
pns,  frying  not  to  disturb  her) — Eccori!  (Feding  her 
feet) — Ah,  madonna  mia!    Come  son  freddi — .' 

RITA  : — (Busy  with  the  cards) — //  re  di  cuori  cambria 
posto  col  fante—(She  kicks  t-idously  at  the  Vannucci.  Then 
resuming) — E  il  fante  col'asso — 

SIG.  \AN.-.—((iingerl!f  trying  to  put  a  .tlipper  on  the 
other  foot) — Adagio!  Adagio! — (As  she  succeeds) — Ecco! 
(Undoing  Rita's  dress) — Ade.<tso  leviamo  questo — ci  vuole 
un  momento  .so!:> — 

RITA  : — (In  sudden  aiigi  r) — Ijasriotnmi  stare — /  O  ti 
daro  una  lavata  di  capo — 

SKJ.  \ AS.  .—(Appealing  to  Van  7'i<y/)— Milor— 'e  see— 
hIu'  vill-a  not  let  ine — (Kita  solemnly  crosses  herself  thrice.) 

VAN  TTYL: — (Tossing  away  his  cigarette  and  rising) 
—Rita. 

R\TA:—(Lookinq  »<p.;— Vhat— ? 

VAN  TVYh:— (Quietly)— St&nd  up.  The  sigiiora 
wants  to  put  on  your  dressing-gown. 

R[TA: — (Whimpering  as  .she  to-tses  her  cigarette  into 
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VAIN  i\YL:—f/„frrriipl%ng)—Ssh~!  (Dunnathe 
followuig  ,nth  the  Van„ucri's  hrip  ,he  slips  offhrrhaU- 
Oovnandpot,  on  the  elaboratr  negligee  )     ^    ^ 

.'o^me  Wr^'"'"'' •"'   '"''   ''"^'"^"  "'   *''»>'-Vhy     you 

p^tTI^  '  Xl'-r!^""'^  >"»  «n"t  to  see  me! 
vVv  tTvi  '     ''"""*>—'  «•»  so  tir-r-red— 
thing!         *     ^^''—(Tnk^»g  one  of  her  hnnds)-Poor  little 

RITA:— Ye-es.  dat  is  r-r-riKht— poo-oor  leetle— ^S'l/^/ 

r;;;»:'i/-;;;,:!iV"  ^'" ''-'''•  ™"'«-'  '^*  ^t 

r«  A??^^'  ^^^:  •—(J'""i<'-'<f'-irken)~Sc,m,  tanto,  eara  mia! 
the  Jr";7-"-^'''"'  '"''  "^  '■"'"  ''-  '■""-  -"-'  --iJ^ 

iiear-r-rlee    >r-rreak  my  ar-r-rm !     (She  strops  on  the  floor 

Vn„!!j7'^'r*^'"-''  '^y-*'*'^  ««y-<.s7,.  looks  far  awa,j)~ 
1  on  (|j(l  not  see    im  Veen  •  "".'// 

VAN  T['YL:— What? 

RITA  :~M.y  ftr/r,/v-;— 'E  veep  jos'  like  a  leetle  hov— 

vhen  hr-r-r8t  'e  ,„eet  <le  ha<l-ness  of  de  vor-r-rld-  ' 

n     },t^  J^l^^'—«'o»cernerl)-..Ah,    don't,    mv    dear« 
Don't  think  of  it  any  im)rp!  ' 

••lul>— dar  mean  a  long,  lonp  jonr-p-nev— 

VAN   TVYL:-(rheerfull,,)-V]l,,r   wr 
••■rtainly  gouiff  away. 

RITA:— C/h  «,<  ,>r/,/  voir,,  looking  far  off)—Ye.e»— 
I  am  going  avay—  '■  "^ 

VAN  Tl'VL:— ^ /,,.««, wf/  orrr  /row  his  ehair)— Well 
what  comes  next?  ' 

RITA :— ('W.J/if/  ,loien  rgain  at  the  cards.)— your— 
In..  se..x  .h  mon'-a„'  goo-ood  vones.  too.  Dat  mean  suc- 
-S.S  an'  mon-ee-vh«t  yon  nay  ?-gr-r-reat  fame^nl  ee  to 
!•  iva.'h  It  I  mus'  go  t 'rough  mueh— 

mT^i'^'^L^^     )>"'"  ^'^  ^''•''•— "ever  fear! 
1       "ii  "^ ;~  '''  ^:""'''  ,""^  •''I"'^  *o  "'*'  vono  leetle  vor-r-rd- 
I  say   t  ank  yon  for-r  'aving  lo-oved  me!- jos'  liko  .lat'- 
i.M   den  I  vait—  but  'e  say  nod'ings— «o  I  »o  nvav-^        ' 
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VAN  TVYLi— (Pained)— lyon't  dear— it's  no  U8e! 

RITA:— 'Ow  long  you  t'ink,  before-ee  'e  vill  forget T 

VANTUYL:— S«h!  ,        ,  .         ^   . 

UlTA:— (Returning  to  cards)— Ah,  che  m  importaT 
(Pointing  to  the  jack)— Da,t  blond  young  man- look!  Ow 
'e  is  .'ar  fr-rom  me !  . 

VAN  TIjYL:—( Looking  at  cards)— I  rom  ycu— T  Uh, 
of  course !  You're  the  red  queen  down  in  th  middle  of  all 
those  spades.    They're  nothing  bad,  I  hope? 

It  IT  A  :— You  are  among  dem. 

VANTUYL:— I— T  .     ^,  ,, 

RITA:— Ye-es— an'  de  oders.too— see !     lou  are  all 

alwut  me — dere  is  no  vay  out — 

VANTUYL:— But,  dear.  I—  ..   ,     ,, 

Ul'i'A:—(Bc(iinning  with  a  little  »mi/f )-My— vhat 
yon  SRV?  (Tenderly )-my  flames— my  splendid  vones  of 
whom  1  vas  so  pr-r-roud -look !  'Ow  you  are  black— an 
str-r-rong  -a/»  saula  Madonna!  .1  'ave  give  you  ev  ryt  ings 
—an'  now  vhcn  lo-ove,  'e  oo-ome  an'  smde  an  old  out  is 
deear-r  'aiuls.  I  cannot  give— no,  cr-r-niel  vones!  You  ave 
leave  me  nod'ings-you  'ave  take  take-it  all-fN^r  sweeps 
atrau  the  cards  and  buries  her  face  in  her  hands.  Vanluyl 
puts  his  hand  gently  on  her  shoulder.  There  ts  an  instant  s 
pause.     SiaSORA   VA\SV(('I  comes  Ituslhng  m  from 

the  other  r  torn.)  i   i>    „ 

SIG      VA^.:— (Entering)— Adcsso!      Siamo    bet      e 

pronto  per— (She  sees  Rita's  position.     Van  Tuyl  makes  a 

gesture  for  her  to  be  .still.    She  .stops  in  the  muh  e  of  her 

phrase.    Then,  under  her  breath  )-Povnna!    (She  catches 

Van   TmiVs  eye,  mnkes  a  gesture  louards  Rtla,  then   to 

mai-aroni  at  fire,  mst  to  table-then  pantomime  of  eatmg. 

He  nods  a.ssent.     With  every  evidence  of  satisfaction  she 

goes  over  to  fire  and  lakes  up  the  macaroni,  pours  .sauce 

over  it,  stirs  it,  etc.)  ,  ■    ,,  i 

VAN  TVYL:— Turning  to  Rita,  speaking  kindly  and 

,/H.//.(//y;— Supper's  ready! 

RITA:-Y.S/t/ffrf)— 1  amnot  'ungr-ree. 

VAN    TUYL:— (/'//w/»My;— Oh,    please!      Wh>,   the 
signora  has  taken  all  the  trouble  to  eook  your   favorite 

'"*^*S?«.~VAN.:— (From  fire)—A\  sugo— «■  lK)ni88imo! 
RITA  :— No— no~no—  •   .    ,    ,    mi  »_ 

VAN  TUYL — Think  how  disappointed  she  11  be 

(Raising  /ur^-There!     (;ome  along   little  «^^^l-(^h owing 
her  //u<o6/t;— Doesn't  that  salad  look  good?       We  11  sit 
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you  down  in  this  big  arm<^liair  at  tlu'  luad  of  the  tabh*— 
(Duiiig  .so  as  he  speaks)— nnd  I'll  J»e  Imtler,  with  iiiv  napkin 
oyer  my  arm,  so!  (Imitating  a  servant's  manner)— And 
will  madame  drink  (.'hianti  or  a  little  champagne—?  (Look- 
ing at  the  label  on  the  bottle )—Ro7.nay  it  Perrault,  '52— 
not  too  dr>-,  I  venture  to  reeommen<l  it.  Champagne—? 
Very  good  madam* — I  'II  open  it  at  «>ne»  !  (lie  begins  to  do 
so.) — 

SIO.  VAN..— (Serving  her  with  spaghttti)  —Keeo! 
Che  biioH  odoref  (Sprinkling  it  with  ehee.^e)—.\Ieltiamo 
abbastama  fromagio — 

VAN  TV^h'.— (Pulling  the  vnrk  and  filling  a  gta.Hs)— 
There!  Just  taste  it  now  and  tell  me  i»'  it's  all  right.  (As 
she  refuses^  the  (//a.v.v>— Please,  dear!  You  really  need  it! 

SIO  VAN.  -.—(As  one  speaks  to  a  ehild)-  Maeehe!  Son 
mangi  * —  ( ( 'oaringly) — Ti  p rego 

VAN  Tl'VL: — (Offiring  hn-  again  the  (flass)—,]\\s{  as 
a  favor— please.     (She  shakes  hn-  head.) 

SIO.  VAN.: — (Winding  a  great  eoil  of  spaghetti 
around  the  end  of  a  fork  and  holding  it  in  front  of  Rita's 
mouth) — Questo  poeehinn—pnslo!  pnstn!  Apra  la  boeea! 
(As  Rita  draws  her  head  awag  and  the  spaghetti  falls  to  the 
plate) — Santo  f)io! 

(A  pause  of  diseouragement.  She  and  Van  Tuyl  hmk  at 
eoeh  other  and  shrug  their  shoulders.  Then  a  happg  idea 
eonus  to  the  signora.  Behind  Rita's  baek,  sh(  ipstures  to- 
wards Van  Tugl,  then  to  the  spaghetti,  pantomim,  of  his 
sitting  at  table  opposite  Rita,  and  eating  and  drinking.  He 
smiles  and  nods.) 

VAN  TVYL:— (To  Rita)— Yon  know  the  sight  of 
that's  making  me  hungry?  I  won«h'r  if  there '<1  he  enough 
to  give  me  just  a — 

SIO.  VAN. : — (Intt  rrupting  ami  running  to  .■ierce  him) 
—You  lika  da  maearoni,  I  het  my  life!     (She  .tinus  him) — 

VAN  Tl'YL:— Here!  That's  enough  !  Thanks.  (As 
he  pours  himself  a  glass  „f  wine)—\m\  just  a  swallow  of 
champagne — 1  deehire,  I  feel  quite  famished!  (."au.se.  He 
does  not  toueh  anything) — Well,  are  you  going  to  let  me 
starve? 

RITA  :—( Rousing  herself /- 

VAN  Tl'YL:- You  know  I 
my  hostess  does. 

RITA  :-( A  i/griend) — It  is  a  tn-i^k  you  play! 

VAN  TVYL:~( Humbly )--}io.  on  my  won!.  I'm 
imugry ! 


-Vhat  you  siiy  ? 
ean't  eat  anything  until 
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RITA: — (Smiling  unuHUingly) — Den  jus'  because  I 
am  so  fr-rightfuH'ee  pol-ite! — (She  cats  a  piece  of  spa- 
ghetti   Sig.  Van.  and  Van  Tuyl  exchange  glances.) 

SIG.  VAN.  .—(Hanging  over  Rita)—E  btwnof 

RITA:— (Patting  her  cheek)— Squisito—! 

810.  VAN.: — (Kissing  her) — Tesorino  mio! 

VAN  TUYL:— I'm  thirsty,  too! 

RITA: — (Smiling) — Blageur!  (She  drinks  some 
champagne.    He  smiles  and  follows  her  example.) 

VAN  TUYL: — (Putting  down  his  gla.is) — A  thousand 
thanks!  And  now,  my  dear,  the  signora  had  a  hard  day's 
packing  and  to-!norrow  she'll  be  up  at  dawn.  Why  don't 
you  send  her  to  bed  and  give  her  a  good  night 's  rest  ? 

SIG  VAN. : — CiYazia,  milor — I  am  not-a  much  tir-r-red. 

RITA: — Ha  regionc.  A  letto!  E  metti  in  gabbia  i 
poppogalti!    (She  drinks  again) — 

SKJ.  VAN.:— (Meaningly)— Capisrn!  (To  the  par- 
rot)— E  loro,  povere  bestie!  Hano  anchc  itn  hel  sonno! — 
(Unchaining  them  and  taking  one  on  each  wrist) — Andia- 
moci—!    (to  Van  Tuyl— 

SIG.  VAN.: — I  'ope  milor  'e  sleep  ver'  fine!  Goo-ood 
night ! 

VAN  TVYL:— (Politely  rising)— Oh,  thanks.  Gootl- 
night,  signora. 

RITA: — Buona  nottc — (Suddenly  putting  down  her 
glass,  rising  and  running  to  Sig.  Van.) — Carissima  mia,  ti 
ringrazia  tanto — lanto!  E  ti  amo  scmpre  non  dimentica! 
To  amo — ^i  amo — (She  throws  her  arms  around-her  neck 
and  kisses  hrr  warmly)- - 

SIG.  VAN.: — (Half  smothered  by  the  embrace) — Ma- 
donna santissima,  cosa  vuol  dire  tutto  questo?  (Snivelling 
a  little) — Corpo  di  Bacro!  .Wj — fni  piangere!  .Buona  notte 
— (Kissing  her) — Buona  nolle,  milor — .'  (Kissing  her 
again) — Carissinia — .'  Buona  untie — buona  notte — (She 
goes  out  at  left,  sniffling  and  smiling  and  carrying  the 
parrots) — 

VAN  TVYh:—(  Who  has  served  her.  with  solad)—Now 
sit  down  and  finish  your  supper. 

RITA: — (Shaking  hrr  head) — .V(> — j7   is  enough 

(Filling  hrr  glass  and  lifting  his  own) — Well,  then  let's 
drink  a  toast— eh  1  I  have  it !  To  the  splendor  of  your  days 
to  cornel  (H  r  hows  and  drinks.  Then,  sreing  .she  has  not 
followed  his  rj-amp/r )— What's  the  matter?  Don't  they 
tempt  you  ? 

RITA: — (Holding  her  glass)— J  do  not  dreenk  to  vhat 
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I  know  muH'  Imj— l.ut  to  a  (Ir-r-rt'am  I  vill  not  dr-r-reani 
again-— tie  peecture  of  a  Hinall  r-rooiii— var-riii  an'  br-riirht 
— vit  cm  8o  J)n8-tH?  \vr-r-ritin(r  at  'is  desk— an'  me  liefore-re 
(la  fir-r-re— joH'  r-nM-k-enjr.  sinil-eeng— vit'  a  le^-tle  liab-ee 
nnr-r8ing  at  my  breas'— 

VAN  TVYL:— (Sudd,  Hly)— My  dear.  I  want  vou  to 
listen  to  a  plan.  (Sitfiiuj  i„  thv  big  chair  and  drani'nq  lur 
down  until  shr  nrsthx  at  l,i.s  Af/^— There— !  That 's  right ! 
((  hi'rrfulhl  risuming)— Now  how  would  you  like  it  if  I 
sailed  on  the  Alaska  in  April  and  met  you  in  Paris  and  took 
you  straight  hack  to  Milh-fleurs— 

^ITA:— -But  my  R-r-russian  concert  tour-r — ? 
)w^  Tl'YL:— They  i-an  get  Patti  in  your  place! 
RITA  ■.—(\al  pliastdJ—Vntti—  ? 
VAN  T['Yli:— Y«*s.  she'd  l»e  gind  enough  to  go! 
RlTx\.~(L(.ss  and  ttss  t  nihusiastic) — Hut  my  dear-r 
trien  .  it  is  not— vhat  you  sav  ?  it  is  not  fair  .' 
VANTCYI.:— Towhoin? 
RITA  : — To  dose  poo-rM)r  R-ruKians! 
VAN  Tl'YL:— f.s'mj7»/(r/>— You're  jealous! 
niTA:—(()utrau,d)~bf    Adclina/      Me- :'      ( \\ni 
scornfully)~Uy  Lor-r-rd  ! 

VAN  TVYL:—(('arfssin()  fur  l,air)—T\u'i\  why  l>otli- 
Think  of  Aliileflcurs  jind  how  w«'  loved  it  on  those 
nights  in  May !  And  it's  llierc  now— asleej)  and  emptv.  like 
some  spellhouiid  garden— just  waiting  for  the  tou'.-h  of 
spring--aiid  us— to  give  it  life  again! 

RITA:— f//f/-  hiad  agr.insl  lur  A/io  J— You  tol'  me 
vouce  you  ar-r.  too  ol'  to  lo-ovc  lUilleflcurs-- 

VAN  Tl'YL:— r.S'»j///w([/)— My  dear,  your  sorccrv  can 
make  mc  voniig  agiiiii.  We'll  spend  the  spring  in  our  en- 
'Imnted  palac» — and  soiacliow,  in  all  that  beauty,  we'll  man- 
age to  forget.    ( II,  I),  n,ls  ,>r<  r  and  s„fthi  hiss,  s  h,r  hair.) 

RITA: — (Startiuff  at  I'lis  luitrli } — \o — no — <iat  is  im- 
poss'ble — you  don '  on  'erstand  -~ 

VAN  TV\L:—(  II,>ldin,,  l„  /•>— What  is  it  ?    Tell  me ! 
RITA:— r/;/.vj/(.7J— I   cannot  do  t'ings  like  dat— anv 
iiior-r-re — (I'aus,  ) 

VAX  Tl'YL: — (IIutnhhO—VfM'giv,^  me.     It  was  a  mis- 

I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  ycni. 
RITA:— You  are-re  so  goo-ood— but   vluit   I   puis'  do 
.  it  need  no'  'elp  fr-r-rom  anyvone— not  even  you! 
(She  t,il,,s  up  h,r  ifhi.ss  from   tahl,    and  drinks  som,i 
liampatfUf .) 

VAN  TUYL:— What  is  it  ? 
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RITA: — You  pr-r-roinise  you  not  tell — ? 

VANTFYL:— Of  fourae. 

RITA: — (Going  to  (lir  couch) — Or  get  ver'  ina-ad  an' 
wol'  me — ? 

VAN  Tl'YL :— CNmiViHf/;— I'll  do  my  l)e8t. 

RITA: — Den  I  vill  show  you — vait!  (She  hunts  be- 
hind the  cunhions,  whistling  softly  to  herself) — Ecco!  (She 
takes  out  a  small  box.  This  she  quickb/  opens  and  from  it 
lifts  a  new  and  glittering  little  pistol-  She  stands  and  looks 
at  it,  still  whistling.) — 

VAN  TVYh:— (Calmly)— Where  did  you  g't  that* 

RITA: — Dis  after-noon — vhen  I  leave  'Ih  'ouse — 

VAN  TUYL:— What  for? 

RITA: — (Looking  at  him)— Yon  know. 

VAN  TI'YL:— My  dear  child— 

RITA: — (doing  to  entrance  of  bed-room — back) — 1 
'ave  vait  till  aftair  de  per-r-for-rinance — T  vould  not  like  it 
t«)  'ave  ileefwppoin'  de  pt'oples  who  'ave  been  so  iiize  to  ine 
— hut  now — (She  stops  and  pats  the  pisftd  in  hi  r  hand.) 

VAN  TITL:— Well? 

RITA: — (Softly) — Vhen  dey  eo-ome  to  vakt-  me  in  de 
mor-r-rning — I  vill  lu'  far-r  avay — (She  turns  and  slips  the 
pistol  under  the  pillow  of  h(  r  b''d.) 

VAN  TI'YL:— Tell  me  why. 

RITA: — In  th-se  his'  f«'W  veeks,  1  lear-rn  somet'iiig  all 
new — an'  hee-auti-ful — de  goo-ood-ness  of  de  vor-r-rld  !  It 
eo-ome  like  soiiit>  gr-reat  light  dnt  hur-r-n  an'  hlind  an' 
str-rike  me  to  de  gr-r-roun'I  It  sliow  nu*  for-r  <le  fir-rst 
time  to  ujyself !  Ah,  santo  Dio!  vhat  it  is  I  seel  Hut  now  I 
eannot  change — an'  yet  1  cannot  jus'  for-get,  hh'  go  on  as 
he-for-re — you  see,  I  am — oh  vhnt  you  call  it?  all  mec.x  up! 
An'  so  I  lie  down  'ere  to-night — an'  sav  'good-ood-hye.' 

VAN  TI'YL:— And  what  ahout  Tom? 

RITA:— f<'^"><A7.i/;— Don'  spik  'is  name— 

VAN  TI'YL:—!  must:  If  you  do  this  thing,  you've 
got  to  reali/e  what  it  means — and  that's  his  ruin — d'you 
hear  nu'? — the  smash-up — the  hla«ting  of  his  life — • 

RITA: — (Covering  her  ears) — Nti — no — 

VAN  TVYL:—( Snzing  her  by  the  arm )—D(}  you 
think  Tom  could  go  ahead  and  do  the  work  (Jod  meant  him 
to  with  your  hlood  on  his  hands — with  your  dead  Iwdy  like 
a  mill-stone  round  his  neck — 

RITA  -.-(Wailing)— PU'Hm-— !     Please— ! 

VAN  TVYL -.—(Chnnfjing  his  /^;«r;— Haven't     you 
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brought  him  enough  suffering  as  it  is!    Ah,  don't  he  cruel, 
my  dear— <ion't  erush  him  utterly— 

...X,  .?/T^  '■-( Despi  rat fhj)— It  is  no  use— I  'ave  make  up 
niy  mm  —  ' 

pi^.'^'T,l^:-''V"»''/.'/>'-'nien  you  don't  love  him. 
for-r  'im  I'diilf      "  "•Z/>-You  Hay  dat-?     Vhen  it  in 

WhvY\    TirYL:-r/».v/««//,y>_|)ie_f     That's     eanv  I 
Why  don 't  you  live  for  him  * 

v^Jm  ^T^Ci'  *''^>'— '*""*  "s'*  me-no— it  Ih  too  mueh— 
1  II.  1  V' '■~^ ^ '"'  ••""''''«  t(nflfntpss)—l  know  it 's 
hard,  hut  that  h  no  reatton  why  you  Hhould  give  up  Whv 
It  8  your  priw^your  chanee— the  power  to  turn  this  dread- 
ful business  into  something  radiant  and  true— the  final  gift 
Tom  s  put  into  your  hands ! 

?r'7x^^,(fy"'/^"'''  ''ff  hands)— Ah,  Dia  mio~ 
VAN  TrYL:_rr/«i«.9o«;-Be  brave!   Live  glorious- 
ly!   And  It  responsibility's  the  price  of  love— love's  worth 
It— isn't  It,  my  dt'Hr I— (Pause.) 

RITA:— You  ar-re  r-r-riglit— oh.  my  frien'— mv  frien' 
9     "jr  I  <lon.— r/zfl/  'an  I  ,lo„r  flat  all  </i.v  ro-om,  to  mv. 
—  '  J^nr  bursts  into  a(foi,i:nl  tears  and  throws  hrrsilf  oh 
the  floor  hij  couch,  sohbiuff  hittrrlij.) 

I  ),^^.  'TVYh-.—frutfiuff  his  hau,l  ,n,  h,  r  shakiuq 
shouhhr)— Will  you  let  me  take  the  pistol  with  me  when  I 
go? 

RITA  :~(Ufti„ff  lur  hrafl)—You  dou'—tr-r-us'  nic-* 
(He  funis  up  her  face  and  looks  at  her)—{Lifti,u,  her  to 
her  feet )~\  do_i,„K.,.,|  |  ,|o_! 

{He  tak's  h,r  face  iu  his  two  hands  and  kisses  her  sol- 
<>nnly  on  the  hrow.  Thne  is  a  knock  at  the  door—riqht- 
fhcfj  both  turn.  A  monu  nt's  sile„c> .  Th,  knock  is  re- 
/tea  fed. ) 

RITA — (<Soin<i  to  iloor.) — Who  is  dere  .' 

MM     ^}''^^'     H()Y:—(Voic,     outside)  ~\t's ma'am 

I  here  s  a  gent  downstairs  1 '  see  ye. 

R'TA:— Vhat— ?     (Shi   o/h  us  the  door  a  crack)  — 

HELL  HOY:— Th.'y  told  him  it  was  awful  late  an'  vou 
was  tired,  but  he  wouldn't  go  an'  made  'em  send  up  this 
(He  sticks  in  his  arm  with  a  trail,  on  which  is  a  note.  Rita 
lakes  it,  looks  at  it,  thui  op,  us  it  i,uicklif  and  tak/s  out  a 
tard,  which  sh(  reacts. ) 

VAN  Tl'YL:— (  Watehinq  hir  fac,  i--lt's  Tom  * 

RI TA  :—  ( Soddinq )  —  Ye-es- 

VAN  Tl'YL:— f //I  a  low  voic,  )— What  does  h..  want? 
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RITA:— (Hi wlinif)—" I  miw'  nee  you.  It  is  life  or 
death."     (///wAi/if/ «/» i— Dat'H  all. 

VAN  TUYL:— You  mustn't  see  liim.  Its  um'los*— 
worn'  than  that !— it  'h  dangerous ! 

RITA :— But  I  vant  to  tell  'im— tliat  you  'ave  tol  me. 
I  vant  dat  'e  should  know  all  'e  'ave  done  for-r  me. 

VAN  TVYh:—(Warningl!j)—l  wouldn't,  dear— 

RITA :—{fh(mvcly)~i  mus'.  ( Turning  to  the  door) 
— Leetle  boy  '    Please  ask  de  gen'leman  please  to  co-ome  up- 

stair-r.  ,      , 

HELL  BOY :— All  right,  ma-ani.  (He  cUms  the  door- 
Then,  seeing  that  Van  Tuyl,  has  found  his  coat,  hat  and 
stick )  '*~~' 

RITA  -.—  {Indieatinft  the  door  at  left)— You  go  out  dat 
vav — or  vou  meet  'im  on  da  stair-r. 

VAN  TUYL:— I  see.     Ooml-bye!     (Jh  offers  her  hts 

hand) — 

RITA:— (raA«H</  i/)— (Joo-ood  hye. 

VAN  Tl'YL:— (.Sf/i7/  holding  hers)— Do  you  forgive 

me,  dear? 

RITA:— For-r  vhat?  ,.  ^^,^.^, 

VAN  TUYIi:- (VV'i.s//h//.i/)— For  everything.     (VVi//t 

a  lUile  gasp  shi  lifts  hix  hand  and  Hghthj  touches  it  to  her 

VAN  TV\li:—(l)eef)hf  moi'ed  as  he  suddenlif  gathers 
her  in  his  arms)— My  «larling— !     Beautiful—:     Joy  of 

men — !  ,     .  .      ,      ,„, 

niTA:—(Brok>  nh/)~0\i.    my    goo-ood    \rwn —(She 

huriis  her  fan  on  his  shoulfhr) —  r-    i    i- 

VAN  TUYL:— (  U'i7/i  infinile  tend,  rmss) — Little  bird 
—  !  ( He  sofflif  kisses  her  hair)— J  siall  h  ar  your  singing 
in  iin  iHHPt  forever,  and  1  thank  you  from  the  Iwttom  of 
my  WHit :  (lie  bends  on  r  and  r<  n  rentlg  kisses  her  hands; 
fh,  ,1  ,,  irkhj  and  shar/thf  turns  and  (joes  out— left.  Rita  ts 
I,  ft  atom,  tihi  looks  aftir  him  for  a  moment,  then  runs  to 
ihr  window  and  opens  if.  Outside  the  gleam  and  swirl  of 
falling  snow  ntn  he  .v<i  ».  She  stands  fin  »•. .  one  hand  to  her 
throat,  breathing  da  pig.  A  knock  is  h,ard  at  the  door- 
right.  She  closes  the  window  and  turns — half-temfied. 
half  delightid—th(  knock  is  rei,eated,  more  loudlg.  She 
tries  to  .speak,  hut  cannot.  Th>  knock  is  heard  a  third  time. 
She  controls  herself  with  n  great  rfforl.)  — 

jjjTA: Co-ome!     (Thr  door  opens  and  rO.u  appears. 

He  is  quite  whit( ,  his  hair  dishev,lled,  his  eyes  wild.    He  is 
uilhout  overcoat  or  gUves—the  snow  is  still  on  his  shouUl- 
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fr».  Ins  hanfh  an  rrd  with  cohl.  Hin  vmvr  is  thick  ami 
hoarsv—htH  irholc  manner  is  stratujc-hr  moves  ami  talks 
as  tlioiigh  ilrvnurni  by  some  itiirard  flame.  During  the  en- 
tire scene  he  tmrel,,  take*  his  ef/rs  away  from  her  once.  He 
closes  the  ,hor  ami  stands,  with  his  back  aqainst  il,  lookinn 
at  her.)  ' 

RITA:— (VVi7/»  f/i/fiVH////)— Vou—.vou  vaiit  to wh* 

Mie —  ? 

TOM:— Y,.H— (f/ifv  took  at  each  othtr,  breath  inn 
ace  ply) —  ' 

RITA  :—(Her  mannn-  chnntfinq  at  «m,*')— I)e  fir-re 

pleaw— Ko  <,iu.,.ck  HJi'  var-rin  yoiir-m-lf— (rfiAou/  him  by 
the  arm  and  drawing  him  across)—Santi  bcni.ssii~!  You 
ar-re  all  vet!—((ilaneing  at  his  feel)— An'  vour-r  shoe— 
[>er  carita!    You  'avc  valk  Vre  in  tliH  snow— 

TOM:— (Or/f//.i/t— Yes— I've  Irhmi  walking— all  the 
tmie  that  you  were  sinking  there— I  think  I  got  as  far  as 
Iriinty,  hut  I  don't— «iuite  reineuiher— 

»  ^y^^  ■ — ^  *'"^  ^^^'^  >■""  ''o-ome  ojit  on  a  night  so  had  •* 

An  .  if  you  nius'.  vidout  d.-it  liceg  t'ii-k  coat .' 

Tim.— (Again  staring  at  her)  ~l  was  tliinking  ahout 
soinething  else- al)out  you— I  was  |)raying  for  vou  in  the 

twilight— in  the  evening-in  the  hiaek  and  dark'nieht 

RITA:— Oh.  Meestair  Tom! 

TOM:— (Continuing)— I  walked  and  praved.    And  in 

Miy  prayers  I  felt  a  little  hand  here  on  niv  arm— .some  lost 

one  offering  herself.    1  tiiought -hut  when"  I  looked  down  at 

the  (jHivenng  mouth  un.ier  the  veil  and  the  tawdrv  JKinnet 

-my  head  swam — it  was  i/nu — 

RITA  ■.-(Amazed)— Mo— ^ 

TOM:— I  heard  you  crying  as  I  ran  awav— and  I  ran 
and  ran,  till  I  .saw  some  iiglits  and  pcoph — and  then  a  little 
heggar.  playing  on  the  curl».  held  up  her  hand— hut  when  I 
gave  her  a  penny,  she  thanked  nw—wilh  goitr  roiie— 
RITA: — No — no — you  vere  niees-take — 
TOM:— Of  course!  An<l  then  I  .saw  .vou— walking  hy 
me  in  the  street.s— and  looking  at  me  out  of'windows— hand" 
reds  of  difTereiit  women,  hut  every  one  was  vou — I  couldn't 
move— you  were  so  thick  and  dose— and  it"  hegan  snowing 
.ind  I  thanked  (Jo<|.  i»ecause  that  woidd  hlot  you  from  my 
sight— hut  no— each  snowflake  was  a  tiny  fm-v—tjour  face— 

■^ome  crowned  with  diHrnonds— some  with  lofisened  hair 

some  old  and  terrihh — som,.  sad  and  .voung- and  you  came 

-and  eam(> — and  kept  on  coming- thousands  an«i  millions 

nf  you,  driving  and  swirling  in  your  devil's  dance  hy  the 
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giniv  of  the  K<M-liK>it  oil  the  corner — and  not  one  spoke — 
you  «U  juat  luokeil  at  mi>  tn  if  you  wante<l  aomettiing — and 
suddt'uly  I  knew — yoii  wtre  >>•  ifging  me  to  bring  your  Mul 
to  Ood  Iwfore  it  wan  too  late  and  1  culled  to  you — I  eried 
out  that  I  would ! — and  tlH>n  you  iiniite«i  mul  vanished — and 
I  cHinr  litTe  throu»ri<  the  Htonn. 

HIT  A  ■'-{(' las  iHug  her  *om«/«)— You  p«  .-oor,  poo-oor 
Ikjv — 

TOM:— ()t  <'  irue  you  undenitand'  (With  emphmns) 
— Ah  iiiiui  Hiid  w. '111(111.  we've  done  with  one  another — But 
I  am  Rtiil  ii  lainiHtti  of  iiiMV»  word  and  you're  Htill  a  human 
being  in  mortal  peril  ! 

RITA  .  — ( T(H(i<  r/iy )— Ah,  don '  talk  dat  vay !  You  are 
all  8hak-«>eng — Bee!  you  vill  catch  col'! — (She  tries  to  make 
hiAi  sit  by  fin.) 

TOM  -.—  (Paying  no  attention)  -Wyoxx  you  know  you- 
're Hlimding  on  the  brink  of  life  or  deHtli  ?  You  must  choose 
iM'tween  them — 

RITA: — (Tr^finff  to  calm  /urn)— Ye-es,  ye-e» — anodder 
tiiiu^ — 

TOM: — No — not  nnotlier  time!  To  'ii|?ht!  This  very 
minute — Now ! 

RITA: — (In  deep  (I ixtress)— Oh,  vhy  you  co-oineT 

TOM : — To  save  you,  dear ! — Now  listen !  At  midnight 
I  must  lea<l  my  clergy  through  the  streets — you  know,  my 
plan  to  gather  in  the  vagrants  for  my  New  Year  service — 
and  to-morrow  you  go  away.  But  I  have  you  to-night,  and 
I  'II  never  leave  you  till  you've  given  me  your  soul  I 

RITA  :  -Ah.  if  yoii  on  lee  knew  'ow — 

TOM: — (Iniirruptnuj  and  holding  up  his  hand) — Lis- 
ten! Don't  you  hear  it — now— al)ove  us — in  this  very 
room  ? 

RITA:— 'Earr  vhat— ? 

TOM: — (In  a  sort  of  rapture) — The  sound  of  many 

W  ftt"  I*  PS— - 

RITA  -.—  (Puzzled)— FA\—1 

TOM: — The  voice — (Very  solemnly)— The  thunder  of 
an  angel 's  wings — !    { Brief  pause. ) 

RITA: — I  'ear-r  de  vin<l  blow — an'  my  'ear-rt  beat — 

dat  is  all. 

TOM:— It's  her.'  1  feel  it— ( Ecstatically)— Oh, 
dear  t}od-<fear  God !  you're  gi ''Mg  me  the  strength  to  con- 
quer her! 

RITA. —  (Anxiously)-  •  oiiqu-air — 1  (Suddenly) — 
You  vant  to  'ur-r-rt  me!    Ah.  don'  'ur-r-rt  nie— please! 
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.m/  r«.*^)--My  dear.  I  wouldn't  hurt  >„u  for  tlie  world. 

»•/•«/  -no.  wait,  my  jioor  .•hihi-not  the  «i<>k  pamion  of 
thoae  luxurioHM  In-agta,  not  even  the  great  pity  [  onee  kuew-^ 
the  lovej  hriuB  to  you  to-night  in  (Jo«l'»  alone! 

RITA:— Ooil'H  lo-ove— ? 

TOM:— Yea    [lis— the  mighty  tenderiiesa  that  movea 

*•'*"  «I,«':S' «"''  "'"'•'™t""«««  «•»'••"  little  ehildren  prav. 
Kl  VA  :— \  hat  you  mean—  1 

TOM:— {Always  Htarim,  at  A/ r)— Little  loHt  houI  I 
am  ready  to  earr.v  you  hoi,,,.!  Little  tired  h.-art.  eager  for 
joy  follow  me  and  Hntl  it  in  ilia  arm,^! 

5Avi^"~;^/r""*V'^  "'  ''"»'-•  don'-<|vite  on'eratan'- 
i  ♦  .'77  ,"'""«''*  o"""  '"•'Pting  waa  the  work  of  ehanee 
—but  no!  (Jod  drew  you  to  me.  over  land  and  sea.  that  I 
.Might  be  the  engine  of  Ilia  Word-!  You  are  a  bride-but 
ah!  not  mine— (//».«  v„in  */ro/>/>iMfy )— not  mine' 
H'hh^''^'^""'^    hr-r-rid.--me?      No-no— dat    Ih    im-poa- 

•  xJ^^^^  'T^JJi"  [•'"* .'/'"""'".'/)— I >on't  you  hear  the  mi,|- 
mght  ery-"H,.h,ld!  the  MridegnMnu  .ometh !  (;o  ve  o  t 
to  meet  him !"  Don't  you  w^e  nim-<.oming  from  the  wild- 
ernesH  like  a  pillar  of  amoke.  perfumed  with  mvrrh  and 
tranknieenw— f  His  ..yea  are  aa  a  flame  of  fir^on  hiH 
head  are  many  erowna— he  wears  a  garment  .lipped  in  blood 
ami  on  it  a  name  ia  written-Lon/  nf  Lnnls  a,ul  hi,,,,  „f 
Kuujs—]  Hark!  He  is  outsi.le.  knoi-king  at  vour  door' 
Rose  of  Sharon -Lily  of  the  Valley-<.eaai'  vour'slumln'r- 
tor  tlie  hour  haa  come! 

RITA:— Your  eyes— tley  bite  me— oh.  dev  bur-r-ni  me 
up— 

Tim:—(B,',aH,t„ff  fast  a,,,!  ,1,,/,  as  h,  nm,s  ntanr) 
—My  dear,  he  h  tired— don't  keep  Ilim  Htanding  there— 

RITA  :— Mwstair  Tom— M,,slair  Tom! 
/,    ,,'^OM:— (//j,am/y)— DHrling,    open    your   heart— for 
(Jod  8  sake  let  him  in — 

.    RITA:— (//I  a  spasm  „f  ntrvous  hornn-  as  h,   fiiiallu 
s,,z,s  /,f  r)— Don'  tou.-li  m« — don '—don '—/f7  m,  go' 

(Shf  drops  ,nitl,i„g  at  his  f,,t.    II,  /,of,ls  fast  to  htr 

hands  and  sp,aliS  fiiiirklif,  b,,„li,,f,  ovtr  h,  r. ) 

TOM.— {('hanging  his  ton,')— So  you're  proud— von 
think  you  ean  close  your  soul  against  the  Lamb!  Well' let 
me  tell  you  now  that  unless  you  repent  the  dav  will  come 
when  your  pride  lies  broken— shattered  bv  Hiswrath ' 
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UlT A:— {Interrupting) — Lot  me  go — let  me  gro— (She 
tears  herself  free  and  runs  over  to  the  fire  where  shs 
crouches  trembling  against  the  wall)  — 

TOM:— {With  terrible  intensity)— Vfhen  you  have 
glorified  yourself  and  lived  deliciously,  and  all  lands  are 
drunk  with  the  wine  of  your  abominations — when  you  have 
said  in  your  soul.  I  sit  a  (jueen,  and  am  no  widow,  and  shall 
see  no  sorrow — then  will  the  Son  of  Man  thrust  in  his 
sickle — then  will  He  gather  your  grapes  and  east  them 
down  and  tread  them  in  the  winepress  of  (iod's  rage! 

RITA: — {Beginning  sufhlenhf  to  erg  like  a  frightened 
child)— Oh— \    Oh—!    I  am  afr-r-raid! 

TOM :—  (  Wildlg )  —A f raid— !  Afraid  f  Miserable  sin- 
ner, how  ean  you  live  with  that  horror  staring" in  your  eyes? 
The  visions  of  that  dreadful  tlay  when  the  sun  is  smitten, 
and  the  moon  is  blood — 

RITA:— I  don't  ))elieve — no — no,  I  don' — I  don' — 

TOM : — When  the  graves  are  broken,  and  the  sea  gives 
up  its  dead — and  great  and  small  they  stand  before  Him 
and  He  sits  in  judgment — 

RITA: — {Trying  to  interrupt  him) — Meestair  Tom — 
jos'  vait  vone  meenute — 

TOM: — {doing  on) — Don't  you  hear  that  Great  Voice 
like  a  light  that  l)linds— 1  made  you  keeper  of  my  vineyards. 
But  your  o\vn  vineyards  you  have  not  kept.  So  you  shall 
be  cast  into  the  bottomless  pit  and  the  lake  of  fire — and 
there,  in  the  midst  of  your  eternal  torment  you  shall  hear 
the  'Allelulias'  in  the  rainbow  round  My  throne! 

{He  sinks  into  a  chair,  and  buries  his  face  in  his  hands. 
A  pause.    Rita,  who  has  risen,  now  comes  nearer  him.) 

RITA  : — {Simply) — I  am  qvite  sure  dis  is  de  las'  time 
dat  ve  spik  togedder — de  las'  time  dat  I  loo-ook  upon  your-r 
face.  An'  so  I  vant  to  tell  you  jos'  a  leetle  somet'ing— an' 
den — veil,  mebbe,  I  can  say  ' goo-ood-bye. '  {She  comes  a 
little  nearer  and  speaks  at  first  with  some  difficulty) — You 
ar-re  ver'  kin'  to  t'ink  of  me  so  much — affair  all  de  tr-r- 
rouble  1  'ave  breeug — but  dear-  you  can  for-get  me  now — 
it  is  all  r-r-right — your  vor-r-rk  is  done ! 

TOM:— What's  that? 

RITA: — {Her  eyes  shining) — I  vant  to  ma-ake  my  life 
all  goo-ood— like  your-r-rs!  Ah.  ye-es — I  know  dat  vill  be 
'ar-r-rd,  but  1  doii'  car-re — an'  mebbe  de  kin'  Madonna  she 
vill  'elp  me — vhen  she  see  me  tr-ry — {She  clasps  her  hands, 
the  dawn  of  hope  on  her  face.) 

TOM : — {Staring  at  her) — Your  lips  drop  as  th»'  honey- 
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coiiil>— your  mouth  is  smoother  than  oil— hut  vour  tWi  eo 

'  pi*^1^^**'~""**  •^'*""'  ****'P^  *"•**'  ''"'••  ""  '"'"— 
•11  .f*'^'^:— (^  Mfl*-  aHjriu»s)—You  ,lon'  t'ink  Uod    'E 

""I    /^^:?l^<:'"«^-n«-     (Smmn!,)~AK  foolish  vone— !    'K 

^'  ,-,1/  ""*  '"*''*'  '">'  ^■"*'^'  ^  '"♦"»  '«ve  al-vavs  lo-ove 
me— did    P.  not  put  voice  'ere  to  de-lij?ht  de  wor-r-rhi  '   Did 

tj  not  give  to  vone  poo-oor  leetle  girl— wlio  aks  'Im  not'- 
ings— so  mueh  to  carr-ee  dat  she  lo-ose  'er  vav  ?  'K  vill  not 
be  sur-rpr-rise  she  stumbles  so-ometimes— 'E  vill  not  scol' 
much  vhen  she  make  meestake— 'E  vill  jos'  smile  an'  keep 

IS  candle  bur-rning— an'  in  a  leetle  while  she  see  it-  an' 
co-ome   ome! 

TOM : — Promise  me  something — 

RITA:— Vhat— ? 

TOM :— Take  my  hands  and  look  me  in  the  eves— and 
promise^me  never  to  give  yourself  to  any  man  again. 

RITA  ■.—(Turning  auai/  in  af/on>/)—Ah.  vhy  don'  von 
tr-r-rust  me — vhy  you  doubt  me  so —  ? 

TOM : — (Alond) — You  wont — ? 
.    RITA:— rrM/vawf/;— 'Ere— take    mv     'ands— ^rt.v    /// 
smes  tl,fm)—'Ow  col'  you  ar-re!— I  p'romise— vhat  von 
^*"  m^f^^^~"*'^'■"''  ^^  ^'^'**  mys«''f  to  an-v  man  again' " 

J^^\~(^'^^^'oiiring  brr  with  his  f,,fs)~Yo\\  swear  it? 

Rl  1  A  :— Y  e-es— I  swear !    Now  ar-re  you  satisfied  ? 

V,      4"~'''*''"'''^'"''^  "fl"'>>i!f  «  '■'•.'/  "f  pain  and  hi<h,„is 
"'"''d/IT:'^""'!;,    ^^^'  l>rulalhi  pushes  hrr  a,ra,f  from  him.) 

Kl  1  A  : — \  hat  is  it  now — ? 

TOM :— 1  've  just  remembered  that  you  swore  before— 
n.lTA:—( Shrinking  as  .s-//*  un>hrslanfls)~Ko—uo— 
D?rJV~^'""  looked  up—just  as  you're  looking  now— 

.,      ^^\^-~(f'iif(i»fJ  lip  hrr  hands  as  if  to   ward  off  a 

blow )~No~Hto\^  it ! 

TOM:— And  you  lied— and  lied— you  Hid  to  me— 
RITA:— No— don't  please— it  is  all  different  now! 
TOM :— Different .'     1  don't  see  it— whv.  it's  iust  the 
same — 

RITA  :— No— no— I  tell  you—/  am  diffVent— /  'av.' 
change — I  am  go-ing  now  to  be  goo-ood — 

TOM :— But  can  you  ? 

RITA :— Listen— !  (I  rill  stop  singing)— h^ayc  de 
stage — fin'  out  a  convent  vhere  dey  take  me  in  an'— (Snd- 
denhf)—Ecco!  I  'ave  it!  Dere "ar-re  so-ome  nuns  near 
Geuova  who  nur-r-rse  de  seeck— I  vill  go  str-r-raight  from 
Napoh— lear-rn  'ow  to  'elp— an'  vor-rk  until  mv  flesh  fall 
fr-rom  de  bone — 
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TOM: — You'll  do  that — just  to  show  me  you're  sin- 
cere ? 

RITA  : — (ImploiiHtjhj) — I  vill  do  all  you  vant — ye-es, 
anyt-ing — on-lee  believe  me  or  else  I  die! 

TOM : — (Deeply  moved) — All  right. 

RITA: — (Hardly  daring  to  believe) — You  mean  it — ? 

TOM: — (Huskily,  his  faee  working) — Yes,  God  bless 
you,  dear — good-bye — (He  turns  away  quickly) — My  hat — 
I  think  I — (Seeing  it  on  the  piano) — Oh,  there  it  is — I 
didn't  remember  just  wiiere — (He  stops  suddenly  and 
stands  rigid.  He  has  seen  Van  Tuyl's  card,  left  on  the 
piano  by  Signora  Vannucci  at  the  beginning  of  the  aet.  A 
moment's  pause.) 

RITA:— (Turning)— You  don'  fin'  it— no?  Mebbe 
you — (Her  voice  changes  as  she  sees  his  face) — Vhat  is  it? 

TOM:— (Trying  to  point)— That  card— Van  Tuyl— 
(He  chokes  suddenly.) 

RITA  : — MwxtoH.sV/y)— Meestair  Van  Tuyl — Ye-es? 

TOM:— (With  difficulty)— He's  been  here— then? 

RITA: — (Looking  at  him) — Si — si. — 

TOM:— (Putting  his  hand  to  his  throat)— To-nightl 

RITA :— Ye-es— 

TOM:— (Hardly  abl<  to -contain  himself  )—\f  hen— 1 

RITA: — .Jos'  be-fore  you  co-ome^— 

TOM: — (With  a  yell  of  rage,  seizing  the  card  and 
crumpling  it  in  both  hands) — Oh — !  What  a  fool  T've 
l)een !  What  a  fool — what  a  fool — what  a  blind,  miserable, 
wr-'tehed  fool-^ 

RITA:— Vhat  is  it.'    Tell  me— vhat  'as  'appen— ? 

TOM: — W^hy  didn't  I  get  it  as  soon  as  I  saw  you  in 
that  indecent  dress — with  your  hair  unbound — and  the 
night-light  burning — 

RITA  : — Vhat  you  mean —  ?  O  dear-r  Lor-r-rd — vhat 
you  mean — .' 

TOM: — Don't  try  to  cheat  me  any  more!  I  know 
what's  happened  in  this  room  to-night — !  While  I  was 
tramping  through  the  storm  and  snow,  praying  with  my 
whole  heart  for  your  soul's  redemption — (Pointing  to  bed- 
room)— you  lay  there  laughing  in  your  lover's  arms — 

RITA  :— (Shrilly) — No — no !    It  is  not  true — 

TOM: — And  then  I  came — another  chance  to  make  a 
fool  of  me!     And  so  you  lold  me  you'd  repented — you 

smiled  and  smirked  and Tell  me,  how  did  you  keep 

your  face  straight  ?    I  'ra  rather  curious  to  know  ? 
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leeste^-Wm-''''"''^^     -Please-Meestair    Tom-jos' 

TOM:—(Navagelij)~Atnl  I  believed  you!  I  hrUeval! 
Anotlier  splendid  joke  to  tell  Van  Tiiyl!  And  wont  the 
old  man  love  it-And  he'll  l,e  dead  right-even  /  ean  see 
It  8  tunny— C^e  begins  to  laugh)— Funny  1  It's  the  rich- 
est thing  I  ve  heard  for  years  and  years— a/f  throws  his 
ficacl  back  and  laughs,  loud  and  long)— 

RITA:— (Covering  her  rarv;— Don'— don'— it  is  too 
ter-r-rible — 

TOM:— Come  on— let's  tell  him  together! 

Where  is  he?  Outside  there,  hanging  round  the  corn- 
er? No?  He  8  still  here— slinking  alwut  some  servant's 
passage-way- hiding  behind  a  door  at  everv  sound— wait- 
ing till  I  have  gone— and  everything's  quiet— and  von 
whistle  twice  to  tell  him  the  coast  is  clear! 

RITA  :— (Stung)— Dai  is  not  so,  I  say !  'E  co-ome  in 
km-ness,  jos  be-cause  'e  feel  ver'  sorr-ee  for-r  me— an'  vhen 
e  ask  me  to  go  back  to  'iir.  I  'ave  r-re-fuse— 

TOM:— What? 

,.     ,^/'^^-~'    '*'^*'  r-re-fuse— you    'ear  me?— I    'ave  tol* 
im   Ao/  —an'  'e  is  a  gr-r-reat  l)eeg  man— an'  on'erstan'— 

an    den  I  t'ank  'im— an'  ve  sav  'oo-ood-bye'— 

TOM:— (Fiercely)— Yon  lie!    Why.  look  at  those  two 

chairs— they  look  like  a  refusal,  don't  thev?     And  those 

glasses — (champagne — 

^ITA: — No — no— it  is  quite  dilf 'ren'— vou  ar-re  all 
meestake — 

TOM:— (More  and  mor,  fiercely)— X  private  orgv 
planned  and  thought  out  days  ahead !  Your  last  caresses-^ 
I  He  has  seized  the  tallc  cloth  with  both  hands)— 

RITA  :— Oh,  ta-ake  car-re— 

TOM:— (Bettceen  his  teeth)— A  farewell  debauch— 
(He  pulls  the  cloth  and  drags  erenjthing  to  the  floor  with 
a  crash.) — 

RITA:— (Closing  her  eyes)— Oh— \ 

TC  :— (Turning  on  her)— Now  will  you  dare  denv 
Van  1       's  your  lover? 

Rl'l'A:— (Her  eyes  still  dosed)— Yes— I  Yes—!  I 
do — !  I  do — !  (Beginning  to  swat/  a  little  as  she  speaks) 
—I  ave  r-re-fuse  'im  an'  I  tell  you  vhy!  I  fought  it  was 
be-cause  I  vant  so  much  to  be  goo-ood— !  But  now  I  know 
dat  1  vas  all  meestake'—/  br-r-reak  vit  'im  he-cause  I  lo-ove 
anodder — 

TOM:— (Almost  ready  to  kill  her)— Vf ho  is  he? 
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RITA: — (Haff  fainlituj,  ur  she  opens  ho-  eyes  and 
sfays  toirartis  him,  hohlinfj  out  In  r  arms) — You 

TOM: — (Tiirninf/  sharphj  as  if  she  had  slriiek  him  u'ilh 
a  whip) — Don't ! 

UlTA:—( Pulling  htrsdf  tofpthcr) — Forgive  '  i'- 

TOM -.—(Tirisliny  his  hands  as  if  in  prayer )~0h,  my 
Ood— Oh.  my  (iod  ! 

RITA: — (H(r  hack  fo  him,  holding  the  big  chair  for 
support) — If  you  don'  iiiin' — I  iiuis'  ask  you  now  to  leave 
me — it  is  almos'  midnight — you  'av*'  your-r  sair-viee  in  de 
ehur-r-rcli — an'  I  Jiiyself  mus' — tr-rry  to  sleep  a  leetle — 
(Turning  with  an  enormous  effort  and  holding  out  her 
hand  with  a  smile ) — So  goo-ood-  niglit!  1  'ope  you — (Her 
words  die  away  as  she  sees  the  crpression  on  his  face  then  in 
a  sudden  paroxysm  of  terror) — V'liy  you  loo-ook  at  me  like 
dat-  ?  (A  brief  pause) — Please  go  'vay — I  (He  doesn't 
move) — iio  'vay! 

TOM: — (Starting,  wiping  his  forehead  nervously,  and 
trying  to  speak  in  his  natural  voice) — All  right — I'm  going 
— yes — I'm  going — (His  tone  dn pening) — But  tirst  there's 
something  we  nnist  do — what  is  it?  I  forget!  Oh.  yes,  of 
course — We  nuist  pray  togetiier — that's  it!  Tray  for  your 
soul  and  for  your  soul's  salvation — 

RITA: — (Xercously) — No — go  now!  I'm  in  God's 
'ands — 'E  vill  take  ear-re  of  me — (In  eiuick  fear,  he  comes 
towards  her) — Oh,  vlmi  you  vant — ? 

TOM:— rr/fiV/,/!/;— Come  here— f//r  seizts  her  by  the 
arm) — Kneel  down!  (He  sits  on  Ihe  couch  and  draws  her 
down  before  him  h(twe(n  his  knees) — There — !  That's 
right !  Give  me  your  hands!  (He  fumbles,  finds  tlu m,  and 
holds  them  tight  against  his  bnusl.  .A  silence,  they  look 
into  each  otlu  r's  eyes.) 

RITA: — (Suddenly  in  wihl  ti  rror  as  she  looks  up  at 


him) — Pr-r-ray!     Vhy  don'  you  pr-r-ray- 


I'r-r-ray — 


(Half  smotht  nd) — 0  (i^su — (In  a  sih  nt  fury  of  passion  he 
has  leaned  forward,and,  in  spite  of  her  struggles,  now  draws 
her  up  and  crushes  her  in  a  terribU  embrace) — 

TOM: — (Triumphantly  as  he  holds  hn-  tight  against 
him) — It's  all  over — T  thought  I  eamt  here  to  save  you — 
but  I  didn't — it  was  ,iust  beeause  I'm  a  man  and  you're  a 
woman — anil  I  lovi  ou  darling — I  love  you — I  love  you 
more  than-anything  in  the  world — (He  is  kissing  her  fran- 
tcallij)— 

RITA  -.—(Half  fainting)— 0\\—\ 

TOU:—( Between  his  kiuics)—(With  a  laugh)— ^What 
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H  fool  IVo  been!  But  that's  all  right-it's  not  too  late- 
\ve  re  hero— together— and  the  night  is  ours— 

"ITA  : — (Terrified) — No — no — ! 

T0M:_[t'8  ours— the  whole,  long  splendid  night— it's 
ours— 1  tell  you— every  marvellous  minute— 

RITA:— C.S7rH,7,(//j,,;;— Don'— please— !  Oh,  take 
away  your  'ands—  ,        r 

TOM:— I  wont  - 

RITA  : — It  is  be-eauBe  I  lo-ove  you 

J?rJV~'^^^'"""-^  A'nran/  to  kiss  her)— Ah  !  I  knew-  ' 
HI  FA:— (Pushing  him  away  from  her)— An'  so  be- 

"'*%L?""''^  r"~'  """*'  ^-«^*'  >'«"  ♦■'•-''O'n  vour-self— ! 
lUM: — It  8  too  late. 

RITA :— Now  leesten— please !  It  is  you  who  'ave  teaeh 
me  vhat  is  lo-ove!  I  'ave  know  nod'ings— H,.f/',«o.s— til) 
you  show  me  all ! 

TOM.— Till  I—?  (He  breaks  into  a  peal  of  jangled 
laughter) —  -^ 

RITA:— To  lo-ove  a  man  is  jos'  vone  beeg  for-gettinc 
of  vones  self-to  'elp  'im  vhen  'e  need  'elp-if  if  cost 
your-r  life — 

^^'^^^y—(J-a>i{ffiing  agaiii)~()U,    darling— vou    don't 
really  think  that's  love— ?  ' 

1     r^}^^  '■'  "^  '^"*^^^'  ^^— "««■  ■    ( »^»'/«  «  sudden  sob)— Hut, 
oh    1  lear-rn  It  in  such  pain  an'  sor-r-row- r/«  passionate 

&\~^^^'y'^  l^^*",  **  ^'•■^-™"'  '"^"ow  dat  it  is  mine! 

lOM:— Oh  that  s  not  love— why,  that's  the  sort  of 
rot  I  used  to  talk!  (Almost  drnnkenlij)—nxit  I  k/iow  bet- 
ter now—you've  taught  me,  (larling- love  isn't  thinking  or 
torgetting  alwut  anythng— love's  just  feeling— it's  being 
awfully  siek  and  faint— as  if  you  hadn't  had  anvthing  to 
rat  tor  years  and  years — it 's — 

.  J^},'^^  -■— (interrupting)— Don '— !    Don '— !  You  mus' 
not  talk  dat  vay — 

TOM: — (Moistening  his  lips) — I  love  you 

,  ,     ^}1''^  -—(In  despair)— Oh,  t'ink  of  dat  beeg  lake— de 
lake  of  hr-re— de  smoke  an'  tor-ment  dat  you  tell  me  of— 

TOU:— (Recklessly)— I  know—I'm  lost— I'm  done  for 
—damned  forever—!  But  I'll  have  had  this  night- so  I 
don  t  care! 

TOM: — (Hot  'ing  open   his  arms)— Come     darline 

rOUle — 

RITA :— (Shrinking)— No,  nevair— nevai,-  - !  Rather 
vould  t  die ! 
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TOM :—( Thickli/)— You  won 't  ?  All  right— fA^e  starts 
for  her) — 

RITA:— (Wild  with  fright)— Von'  toueh  me— no— go 
back — please — keep  avay. — 

TOM : — But  dear — we  love  each  other — 

RITA:— Stop— ! 

TOM:— I  won't! 

RITA : — (At  bay  against  the  wall) — For-r  God's  sake- 

TOM:— ((Hose  to  hrr)— Oh,  my  darling— 

RITA :— (Suddenly)— AW  right.  _But  first— please  go 
an'  lock  dat  door-r,    (A  brief  pause) — 

(He  walks  unsteadily  towards  the  door — right.  As 
soon  as  his  back  is  turned,  Rita  rushes  to  her  pillow  and 
draws  out  the  pistol  she  placed  there  earlier  in  the  act.) — 

TOM: — (Turning  and  seeing) — What  have  you  got 
there? 

RITA: — (Wildly) — I)e  angel's  veengs — I  'ear  dem 
now — not  lo-ve — but  deat' — 

TOM: — (Holding  out  his  hands) — Give  me  that  pistol! 

RIT  A  : — (Standing  in  the  entrance  to  her  bed-room,  the 
weapon  at  her  temple,  her  eyes  closed) — De  nieeuute  dat  I 
feel  you  touch  me — I  vill  fir-re ! 

(Pause.  They  are  both  breathing  deeply.  Tom,  biting 
his  underlip  and  never  taking  his  eyes  off  her  face,  is  crawl- 
ing softly  up  on  her  other  side — crouched  like  a  beast — pre- 
pared to  spring  upon  her  unawares.  Then,  in  the  silence 
just  as  he  is  ready  to  leap — from  quite  near  by  is  heard  the 
first  note  of  the  midnight  bell.  The  full  deep  tones  strike 
solemnly  and  sloivly,  up  to  four.  Then,  as  it  continues,  the 
sound  of  a  brass  band  and  a  choir  of  men's  voices — sturdy 
and  sweet — are  heard  from  far  away,  gradually  growing 
nearer.  They  are  playing  and  singing  the  old  Lutheran 
Hymn,  "Ein  feste  Berg".  As  Tom  hears  them,  he  gradu- 
ally straightens  and  his  old  look  and  manner  come  back  to 
him.  He  goes  rather  unsteadily  to  the  window  and  opens  it. 
Outside  it  is  quite  clear — the  snow  has  stopped.  The  hymn 
grows  louder  and  nearer.  Other  bells  have  begun  to  strike 
— some  close,  some  far  away.  He  stands  for  a  moment  look- 
ing out;  then  turns  to  Rita,  passing  his  hand  over  his  fore- 
head as  one  recovering  from  a  dream.  .She  has  opened  her 
eyes;  the  hand  holding  the  pistol  hangs  limply  at  her  side. 
She  looks  at  him  in  an  agony  of  silent  appeal) — 

TOM: — (In  his  natural  voice,  very  formal  and  polite, 
but  a  little  constrained) — 1  beg  your  pardon — I  must  take 
my  leave— f^s  he  looks  about  for  his  hat) — My  church — the 
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fhoir— proceHMion— join  them  as  tliey  rearli  the  Aveuu. — 
lay  apologiefi— disturhintr  you  at  such  an  hour— M/  the 
door,  fumbling  bUmlh,  with  thr  kn,)—\  !«.«  vou  to  a.-cept 
—very  best  wishes— com in|?  year— my— my-Igood-nijfht— 
good-bye—  (He  i.«  gonr  without  lonkinr/  hack  oner.  As  hv 
spok(  thr  pistol  has  ilropprd  from  hrr  hand.  Htr  lips  move 
rapidhj  tn  silent  prayer.  She  .shuts  her  eyrs  and  cro.s.ses 
herself.  Her  head  droops  and  she  begins  to  swa^i.  She  tries 
to  cro.ss  herself  again,  eannot,  and,  as  the  door  elo.tes,  .she 
sinks  on  the  floor  in  a  little  heap,  like  a  tired  child  The 
hymn  swells  up  in  triumph  as  the  lights  fade.  The  scene 
IS  tn  darkness.  The  noi.se  of  the  bel'ls  continues— whi.stles 
take  it  up.  .For  a  momnit  the  bells  and  whi.stles  marhi 
drown  the.  U^jmn.  Then  they  again  to  di<  away.  The  voids 
.singing  arc  no  longer  heard.  And  the  band  playing  the 
hymn  has  evidently  .shrunk.  It  is  now  almo.st  qrotesnue— 
so  very  ihin  and  cracked  and  out  of  tune.  To  this  mu.sic 
and  the  fading  .sound  of  the  bells  the  lights  are  gradualhi 
turned  up  again,  and  reveal  the  .scene  set  for  the  Epilogue  ') 
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The  Epilogue 


SCKXK: 

The  BiHhop'K  Whrary  iiRain.  T\u>  HiHliop  is  sittiiiK  in 
the  red  glow  of  the  dying  fire,  tiiiiHhiiig  liiH  Htorv.  Ilia 
grandBoii  is  at  hiH  feet.  Outride  are  iieanl  the  last  echoes 
of  the  hells  and  whistles.  The  little  street  hand  is  still 
playing   'Kin  Fests  Berg"  (a  lanientahle  perfornmnee). 

HISIIOP:— And  that's  how  I  reineiiilwr  her — standing 
there  all  in  white,  with  her  hair  loos«'ned  and  her  eyes  shut. 
She  erosw'd  herself — I  think  now  she  was  praying— and 
the  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  on  the  sidewalk  and  my  choir 
— God  I»le88  'em' — were  coming  rourid  the  corner  of  Tenth 
street,  marching  like  soldiers  to  tne  same  tune  those 
wretched  Germans  are  murdering  outside  there  now. — 
(As  tluif  striki  a  partinilarhf  <listns.tiiif/  ilinsouanre)  — 
Ah — ,  Really — that's  too  much!  Give  them  a  quarter, 
narr>' — and  tell  them  to  go  away ! 

IIARRV: — (Tliroiriiiff  np  tlir  iiu)nhiir  and  calling)  — 
Hi— you!  That'll  he  eruMipli  for  to-night!  Here— catch ! 
(Iff  fliroivs  nut  a  coin.  Tli>  music  stops-  There  is  silence, 
save  for  a  few  far-off  horns.) 

HISHOI': — {RoiLsin;/  himself  as  Ilarrij  returns  and 
putting  the  dead  violets  and  the  handkerchief  in  his  pock- 
et)— So  that's  what  I  wanted  to  tell  you,  my  hoy!  I  came 
home  that  night  an  older— and  I  think  a  hetter  man.  It 
was  the  following  June  that  your  dear  grandmother  and  I 
were  married— Mr.  Van  Tuyl  came  all  the  way  from  Madrid 
just  to  he  there  and  to  give  his  niece  away!  They're  fine 
people— the  Van  Tuyls— hut  your  grandmother  was  the 
finest  of  them  all.  She  nmde  my  life  a  happy  one — a  very 
happy  one  indeed ! 

HARRY :—(flf>,yt.s/*/i/)— And— Madame  Cavillini— ? 

BISHOP: — {Still  looking  in  the  fire  and  smiling)  — 
She  hecame  even  more  famous  hefore  her  retirement — but 
of  course,  you  know — 

HARRY: — Where  is  she  now? 

BISHOP: — I'm  not  sure — hut  I  helieve  she's  in  Italy 
somewhere  living  rather  (juietly.  (Wistfully)— She  and 
Patti  are  the  only  ones  left — a  wonderful  career  my  hoy — 
a  very  great  artist— T  never  saw  here  again. 

HARRY: — {Patting  his  arm  awku-ardhj) — I  think 
you're  just  a  corker! 
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v«..  '*''^"^^'  :— (^'»««7iM.f/)— Noiim'iim'— !  Hut  now  I  Iini)«> 
}ou  mHlerstHiHl  I  hHVi.|.*t  7Hi7,  wimt  it  f...lH  lik.-  to  Im- 
iw^r"!-..  "'^'""'K''  "♦'»•  ♦•••«•'  I  Hhva.VK  rt«-l  tlu-  Kwiiiin? 
losT,  I  still  cHii  Hyiiipatlii/.'— ami  cvi-ii  p.wiiM.'  to  offt-r 
sotiH-  of'caHional  a«lvi<-»'. 

l.li^IIOI  :— (Vfn/  Wf»iH/y)— My  dear,  dear  Jk>v— 
uiiicHs  your  love  ih  big  euojiifh  to  forR.-t  tin-  wliole  w.lrl.l 
and  yet  ren.ernfH'r  Heaven  -you  have  no  right  to  make  thiH 
girl  your  wife  I 

{Bri<  f  puiis(). 

HARRY:— (ftiWwy  tf/>rH/>//yj— (Jramllather  I  have 
Iwen  an  iml  {Ih  p„ts  l,i.s  hands  in  his  ,mkrls  ami  walks 
away).  ' 

HISirOF':— (  Whimsiialhj,  as  h,  wiprs  his  (ilassis)~\ 
*"'PP«*«;^"»J'«ve.  Harry— 1  Hippow- you  ha\e!' 

HARRY:— (r///HjHy  had,  nyaiii)—\\-e  been  an  ass 
to  hesitate  one  single  minute!  However,  it's  all  right  now 
— L<u<'ille  and  F  are  going  to  get  marred  as  wmn  as  ever  wi- 
can ! 


bless     my 
1  wanted 

stands  hi - 


^i\Hll(W:~-{Thon>u<jhhi     slarf/rd  )—{liH\ 
soul!    Hut  that  isn't  why  I  told  you  mv  storv ! 
to  get  this  nonsense  out  of  your  sil'y  youiig  head. 

HARRY -.—  (Laughiiif/  aff"linmt,hi  as  h, 
huu,    'i,(    Bishop's  chair  an.:        ts  his' shn,ildrrs)—(hiiXi. 
differe..T,  and  it's  too  late  no       o  change.— (.S'«r/f/,  «/,/)  — 
Have  you  any  engagement  for  tomorrow  afternoon? 

RrsnOP:-(.S7,7/  fl„.st,nd)-U  ean't  sav  that  I  re- 
call any  at  this  moment 

HARRY: — Then  d'you  mind  if  we  make  one  now  -' 

BISHOP  :-\Vell-well-!  1  deelare- !  (//,  tak'rs 
out  his  spotless  handkcnhirf  and  passrs  i/  no-rotisli/  orn- 
his  brow  The  door  opens  and  Sl'ZETTK  appears  smilinn 
hnghtlfj).  •' 

SUZETTE: — (Standinff  at  tht  d»or,—UHpuv  New 
1  ear,  grandi)a ! 

HISHOP:— Happy  New  Year,  mv  dear! 

SUZETTE:— (CV;«M«,7  to  his  rhair)—\\'eV  -? 

BISHOP:— Suzette,  t  want  you  to  order  .some  white 
flowers  and  a  cake — 

SIJZETTTE:— (ll'M  a  wriggle  of  d,  light  )—Oh~] 

BISHOP:— (IV/y  sternlg J—Vor  tomorrow  afternoon 
— 4.30 — I  believe. 

SUZETTE: — (Flinging  her  arms  around  his  neck) 

You  duck!  I  just  knt^w  Harry  eould  g«'t  around  you! 


M 
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lUSH()l*:—(7'iriM)t/ui3 )—(.;».  did  youf  Well,  now 
that  you  two  have  arraiisrcd  ••Vfrythinir  to  unit  yourm*lvi'H, 
would  you  ploa8(>  ritiiul  readiuK  ine  my  paper  and  then  ko- 
infc  to  ImmI?  (//f  Intns  hark  romfnrtahhf  and  cloms  Inn 
rfffs. 

SI  'ZKTT K :—  ( iioiiifi  to  (Irsl  )  —When-  in  it  ?  Oh.  y«'H ! 
Wait  till  I  tuni  on  the  lamp— (.s'/ir  sivitrlirs  on  thr  tire- 
tririty  at  disk,  xUh  down  in  a  cnnifiirlabh  chair,  croxHfs  her 
knns,  sighs,  and  unfolds  Ihr  " I'osI"  rradintf  head  lims). 

HISHOI*: — Ifl  then*  anv  fon-iirn  newn" 

SrZETTK:— {X/r</>i7j/)— Oh.  just  Bome  uprisinj?  in 
Portugal — a  new  Chincoe  loan — {turninf/  Ihr  page).  Why 
Cavallini'H  dead  I  I  thought  she  died  a  long  time  ago, 
didn't  you? 

(A  slight  pause). 

IIISIIOP:— What  dotK  it  say  f 

SUZETTK:— Oh.  it's  juHt  a  cable.  (  liruding)— 
"Milan — Deeemlier  'M). — Mme.  Murguerita  Cavallini  died 
this  morning  at  her  villa  on  the  Lake  of  Como." 

HISHOI':— In  that— all:' 

SrZETTE:— There's  a  whole  column  of  biography 
stuck  on  underneath.  Shall  I  read  it?  (Siidd<nhf) — Oh. 
of  courw'!  I  forgot!  She  and  Patti  wore  your  two  great 
operatic  crushes,  weren't  they.'  Well,  she  was  Iwrn  at 
Venice  in  1841.  That  makes  her — {Looking  up  t hough t- 
fulljf) — Let  me  see 

BISHOP:— Don't  tell  me  how  old  she  was! 

SUZETTE:— (.s'«i//i/(.(y)— All  right.  (Running  hrr 
r)j(s  down  th<  rohinni) — Debut  at  Milan  in  185!) — Sang 
prima  donna  roles  under  the  direction  of  Hossini — success 
in  London — hm  ! — brought  to  this  country  by  Strakosch — 
appeared  as  "Mignon"  at  the  Acadeup'  Slusic — (Look- 
ing up) — Everyone  went  mad  over  I.er,  tiatn')  they?  (Re- 
suming)— Opera  and  concert  tours  over  all  the  civilized 
globe.  Retired  in  188i> — nuniej-ous  «'harities — founded  and 
endowed  a  home  in  Paris  for  poor  girls  who  came  to  study 
music — in  1883  created  Marchese  Torrebianchi  by  King 
Umberto  T — the  intimate  friend  of  Rubenstein,  (Jrieg  and 
Paderewski — never  nmrried — That's  funny,  isn't  it? 
{Turning  the  pagr) — Well,  no  matter  what  you  say  I  bet 
she  wasn't  a  bit  more  wonderful  than  my  divine  Geraldine! 
{Reading) — "Anglican  Congress  at  Detroit — Federation 
of  Churches — Further  plans."  {Bored) — Oh  dear!  There's 
the  old  Conference  again.      (She  ijawns  and  looking   up 
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Hofuen  that  tin  Bishop's  htn^l  han  fallen).    SI 


pa 


•fp.v.  ((rHiul- 


mSH<)|»:_(/^ 


oiisittff  himsrlf\  —  \—*  No.  riiv  (Inir.   I 


wan  jiiHt  tJiiiikiiiK— that 'h  all. 

Sl'ZKTTK:— (  H'i7/(  affnlinnafr  imninhtirr 
Mu'vt'  It!     (Yairnin(f)   -Wi'll.  / 
to  bt'd  now  1 


I  <l<m't 
*rn.  anyway.     Mhv  I  no 


Hlsn()|»;_of  rourw.  my  dcjir.  of  tourw 


HVZKTTK.-iAsslH  ali'fihls  lil,  a  hint 


nil  I  hi  arm  of 
Krandpa, 


lat«*, 
orr 


his   I  hair   ami  kissis  the  top  of  his  l,,ad)—0\\ 
you  arr  hikIi  an  old  darlinif ! 

HISHOI':— Thank  you.  my  .{.'Mr. 
Hl'ZKTTK :—(/!/  floor )— PI, nsi   «|on't  «it  up  too  , 
will  you?  And  <lon'f  forget  to  turn  off  nil  Wu-  \\ah\s  ln>f 
you  couH'  upHtairs. 

H!SII()P:_(.I/,,A/.//i  — I'll  do  my  hoHt. 

HrZKTTE:— (Jrandpa— !  (///  funis  i„  his    hair.   Sh> 
simlisaml  hinu's  him  a  kiss)~\  lovo  you  !    ( Sh,  runs  out ) . 

(tf(  sits  aluii,  for  a  imnmut  in  silmn,  thin,  risinn 
slowly,  hi  clos.s  thr  floor  anil  li.strii.H.  Thni  is  no  sound 
Almost  stialthihi  hi  gois  on r  fo  thi  lasi  irh,  ,i  Ih,  phono- 
fjraph  rironis  an  kipt,  puts  on  his  qlnssi s,  anil  looks  on  r 
those  hjxmj  r,n  the  top.  Finally  he  .sehcts  on,  H'lth  mi.  '■ 
care  anil  gtnyerly  puts  it  on  the  machine.  11,  starts  if  n,,. 
uiff.  Then  sintehini,  off  fhi  liyhts,  r,  turns  to  his  iirmrhair 
hy  the  fire.  A  ruihly  ijlow  liijhls  up  his  fiqure.  He  earefullif 
take.s  from  his  insiile  poeki  f  th,  iliail  viol,  Is  an,l  the  trn- 
man  s  hanilki rehief.  Lookinq  at  Ihnn.  h,  smiles  a  ,  ,'ler 
little  (jhost  a  of  smile  anil  slowly  .•<it.s  ilowu.  Th,  rivl  .,/,  c 
thrills  through' the  elarkm.ss. 

" Kiunsf   ihi   so   wohl* 

Dahin!  Dahin! 

Movhf  i<h  mil  ilir,  O  me  in  deliihtir,  ziehn'" 
THE  CIRTAIN  FALLS  SOFTLY. 


m 
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